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ADTEKTISEXENT. 



A year Rgo, in introdacdDg to tbe public the Oar- 
laod, w the commenceiiieat of k new teriea of giA 
books, its editoi renlured to piediot that it would meet 
with sDch fofoi as would encouiage her to make early 
exertion to give additional interest and attraction to a 
newTolume of the seiies. 

She now has the satisfaction of sajing that her 
highest expectations with regard to its reception I^ the 
public have been more than realized ; and that the pro- 
prietois have in a very generous manner spared no 
expense in its mecbanical department, to aid her in 
tedeembg her originid pledge. 

She would further add, that should the patronage of 
an approring public erown the effi»1a in this, is in the 
past, she will renew her promise of again appearing in ' 
her naual style bereaAer. 

BonoN, Augiui, I84S. 
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THE OABLAND. 

n K. ■. T^noK. 

I'u. twine thM a gMland (o-dftj 

Of the modeM wild-wood fknren: 
And its simplenest ahall convejr 

A thooghl of OUT cMldbood'a hoon. 
No gaudy flavers shall there be twined 

lie simple blossoms taaong ; 
None bat (he flow'iets we nsed to Uul, 

Id the dajs when we wen jvuig. 

When the aelting sun's roseate hnei 

Had fled 10 the lovely west, 
When flowers were drinking the dewi^ 

And the birds bad gone to Test g 
And the pale moon's Bilvery light 

Shone over moontain and lea ; — 
Togethei, oft, <hi such a night, 

We 'd roam [htongh the wild-wood ptm. 

And yoa know the chaplets I wreathed 

Were bloesoms plucked by the way, 
And the mutual ihoughts we breathed 

Were modest and pore aa they ; 
^len let me twine no gandy floweia 

Id yoar pramised corooei, 
n«t will shame the innocent boors, 

Wboae memory charms ns yet. 
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JUIIET'S TOMB IN VERONA. 



" But I assure you, sir," said the cicerone, " that 
there is nothing to see in it." 

"More ihan in all Verona." 

The cicerone shrugged his shoulders, and we 
continued our way. 

There is no town in Italy more interesting in 
its appearance than Verona. A quiet and vener- 
able melancholy broods over its streets and houses. 
Its architecture of all forms; its peculiar case- 
ments and balconies; the half Gothic, half clas- 
sic, stamp of its antiquity, hare, to my eyes, an 
inexpressible charm. 1 think to recognize some- 
thing Shakespearian in the aspect of the place ; 
it accords well with the memories with which 
Shakespeare has associated its reverent name ; 
and I own that I trod its motley streets with less 
respect for its history than for its immortal legend : 
— for was it not here that the gay Mercutio and 
the haughty Tybalt ran their brief career? — 
along these very streets went the masked troop, 
with their torch-bearers and merry music, on the 
night that Romeo made himself a gttest in the 
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halls of Gapulet and won the heart of the impas- 
sioned Juliet ! The Gothic lattice, the frequent 
balcony, the garden seen through the iron gates 
that close yonder ancient court, do they not all 
breathe of Komeo— of Shakespeare — of Romance? 
— of that romance which is steeped in the colors 
of so passionate, so intoxicating a love, that in 
order even to comprehend it, we must ]ih oui- 
selves oat of our common and worldly nature — 
we must rise from what our youth has been 
made by the arid cares and calculating schemes 
of life — we most shut ourselves up, as it were, in 
a chamber of sweet dreams, from which all reali- 
ties must be rigidly eicluded — we must call 
back to the heart, to the sense, to the whole 
frame, its first youth — we must feel the blood 
pass through the veins as an elixir, and imagine 
that we are yet in that first era of the world, when 
(according to the Grecian superstition) love was 
the only deity that existed, and his breath was 
the religion of creation. Then, and then only, 
can we acknowledge that the legend of Romeo and 
Juliet does not pass the limits of nature. For 
the great characteristic of their love is youth — 
the sparkling and divine freshness of first years : 
— its. luxuriant imagination — its suddenness and 
yet its depth — the conceits and phantasies which 
find common language too tame, and wander into 
sweet extravagance from the very truth of the pas- 
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nen, — all this belongs bnt to the fltuh and TAmj 
of life, the beauty of our yean — the sunny sui- 
&ce of the golden welL You see at once the 
yvungrtat of that loTe, if you compare it with the 
love of Autony and Cleopatra in another and no 
less wonderful tragedy of the great master. The 
love, in either, passes the level of hunian emo- 
tions — it is the love of warmer hearts and 
stronger natures than the world knows. But the 
one is the loTe that demands luxury and pomp ; 
it dispenses with glory, but not with magnificence ; 
hlies 

" In ft parlllra, doth rf gold, d' tltfw, 

O'apfctuiliig thit Tmna vbsra w nt 

nie tuKj aatmnk utton." 

Take away the majesty firom that love, and it 
sinks into the gross passion of a hoary dotard and 
an <Jld coquette. But everything about the love of 
Juliet is young, pure even in its passion ; it does 
not lose worlds, but it can dispense with the world 
itself; it asks no puiple canopies, no regal feasts; 
its wine is rich enough without dissolving pearls 
in its sparkling freshness; — it is precisely that 
which belongs to the beautiful inexperience of the 
passionate girl ; — it is the incarnation of passion, 
solely because it is the incarnation of youth. 
And tAere, in that boxn belonging to die convent 
of the Franciscans, Uie very convent of the good 
old friar of the tale— no roof above^the damp 
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joust's TOHB in VERONA. 13 

monld below — the broken, oblong sepulcbre 
itself half filled with green water, ia the tomb of 
Hua being, made aa familiar to na by genioB, as 
if she had really moTed and lived before ns — as 
if we had gazed upon her in the revel, and lis- 
tened to hei voice from the moonlit balcony. 
Nothing can equal the sadness and gloom of the 
spot. On the walls yet remain two old and 
faded frescos on the religious aubjecla favored by 
Italian art: morning and night the dews fall 
through the rimfleas hovel, and the melancholy 
stars gleam on the tomb whence the very dusi is 
gone ! It has not even the grandeur of desola- 
tion — no splendid sepulchre — no cathedral aisle 
— no high-arched roof impresses you with awe. 
A heap of &gots, piled carelessly at one end of the 
outhouse, proves the Utile venemtion in which 
the place is held ; the spot is desecrated ; the old 
tomb, with its pillow of stone, is but a broken cis- 
tern to the eyes of the brethren of the convent ! 
The character of the place is drear, unsanctify- 
ing, slovenly, discomfort ! Beautiful daughter of 
the Capulet ! none care for thee, thy love, or thy 
memories, save the strangers &om the Far Isle, 
whom a northern minstrel hath taught to weep for 
thee ! It is this peculiar dreariness, this want of 
harmony between the spot and the associations, 
which makes the scene so impressive. The 
eager, tender, ardent Juliet — every thought a pas- 
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14 Juliet's tomb in vehoha. 

BioD— the very Hebe of Romance, never lated 
to be old; — and this damp, unregarded hovel, 
strewed with vile lumber, and profaned to all 
uses I What a contrast ! — what a moral of hu- 
man aflections ! Had it been a green spot in 
some quiet valley, with ihe holiness of Nature to 
watch over it, the tomb would have impressed 
ua with sweet, not sorrowful, associations. We 
should have felt the soft steps of the appropriate 
spirit of the place, and dreamed back the dreams 
of poetry, as at Arqua, or in the grotto of Egeria. 
But there is no poetry here ! all is stem and real ; 
the loveliest visiou of Shakespeare, Eurroanded 
by the hardest scenes of Crabbe. And afiir in the 
city rise the gorgeous tombs of the Scaligeis, the 
&iiiiiy of that Duke of Verona, who is but a 
pageant, a thing of foil and glitter, in the machin- 
ery of that enchanting tale ! Ten thousand 
florins of gold had one of these haughty princes 
consumed, in order to eclipse, in his own, the 
magnificence of the tombs of ^H predecessors. 
Fretted and arched in all the elaborate tracery 
of the fourteenth century, those feudal tombs 
make yet the pride and boast of Verona; — 
and to Juliet, worth, to the place, all the dukes 
that ever strutted their hour upon the stage, this 
gray stone, and this mouldering baml It is as 
if to avenge the slight upon her beautiful mem- 
ory, that we yawn as we gaze upon the tombs of 
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JULtST's TOMB Vt VEKOHA. IS 

power, and feel so deep a sympathy with ttua 
poor monumenl of love ! 

The old woman that showed the place hod 
something in hex of the pictuiesque ; — aged, and 
wiinlded, and hideous; — with her hard hand 
impatiently stretched out for the petty coin which 
was to pay for admission to the spot; — she suited 
well with all the rest ! She increased the pathos 
that belongs to the deserted sanctuary. How 
little could she feel that nothing in Verona was so 
precious to the "Zingaro" as this miserable 
hoyel! — "And if it should not be Juliet's tomb 
after all I " Out, sceptic ! The tradition goes far 
back. The dull Veronese themselves do not 
question it ! Why should we T We all bear 
about us the prototype of that scene. That 
which made the passion and the glory of our 
youth, the Juliet of the heart, when once it has 
died and left us, lies not its tomb within us, for- 
gotten and unregarded, — surrounded by the lum- 
ber of base ctfr^, polluted by strange and indif- 
ferent passers by, (the wishes and desires of more 
Tulgar life,) unheeded, unremembered, — the sole 
monument which sanctifies the rude and com- 
monplace abode in which it moulders silently 
away? 
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THE LONE SEA BEiCH. 

ToF eay the flowers are sptioging 

Id 70UT bowers of Bummer-bloom, 
And the tuneful birds are singing 

In the trees around your home; — 
Those scenes once gave me gladnesi ; 

Bat leave me, I beseech, — 
I would rather roam in sadness 

On the lone «ea beach. 

When, in mournful recollection, 

I behold past happy hours, 
I can only feel dejection 

At the sight of birds and flowers ; 
But the waves, wild music making. 

To my heart submission teach, 
As I watch them slowly breakiDg 

On the lone sea beach. 

They tell roe that the oc«an 

Of a guardian ia poasossed, 
Who wakes it to commotion, 

But to lull it into rest : 
Then in patient faith I ponder 

On the wisdom of their speech. 
And it soothes my giief to wander 

On the tone sea beach. 
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THE HEIBE88. 



" We7 is this, dear Constaoce?" said Agnea 
Eaebnm, as she entered the dressing room of her 
cousin. " Not yet dressed ! and youi omaments 
scattered about as if some fairy hand had been 
assisting at your toilet, bringing all the treasures 
of the East for your acceptance. Yet, now I look 
again, they rather appear as if flung aside in pet- 
tish mood, and yourself, fiiir lady, most marvel- 
ously inclined to despise the vanities of the world, 
preferring the rest and ease of that luxurious 
chair to the fatigues of the ball to-night, although 
you know ' the heiress,' Mias Raebum, is expected 
to be queen of the fete." 

"And so I do despise the follies of the world, 
or, if th»word please you belter, its vanities ; not 
so much, perhaps, for the sad waste of time to 
those who are its worshippers, as for the wear 
and tear of the spirits, and even the trial it is to 
health; but see the gew-gaws which Harrison 
has strewed over yon table, urging me to make a 
-choice for the evening till my very soul was 
weary, and I bade her leave me for a while. Ay, 
2* 
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18 THE HEIRESS. 

Agaee, for those, and for those only, or at least 
for the wealth that could command them, should 
I be singled out from the crowd this night. The 
mind within seeking to burst the trammels im- 
posed by fashion's laws, and endeavoring to be the 
thing which God designed for human beings, 
when he gave them command above the beasts 
of the field, made Ihem glorious in his own image 
— the heart beating with all the wann impulses 
of pature's best feelings; these are nothing worth, 
these are thoughts and feelings not inquired into. 
No, ' the heiress ' would be sought, caressed — ay, 
if I were an idiot, the world would be equally at 
my feet ! I am sick — sick at heart, dear Agnes, 
and already weary of the world's worship. Her- 
bert Selwyo, loo ! he will be there to-night ; he 
who was the kind liiend, the watchful nurse of 
my poor brother — dear, dear Edward! how 
highly he estimated him — the soother, the com- 
forter of his dying hour ! and yet he, too, has 
said, ' I must first throw a stake for the heiress.' 
Oh ! would that my aunt had divided her prop- 
erty more equally ! is it not dreadful ? " 

" Not very," replied Agnes, with a bright 
smile ; " I have some idea that I could play the 
heiress very prettily," and she playfully twisted 
first one ornament and then another among her 
own dark tresses; "but fortune seldom favors 
those who would be most inclined to value her." 
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"Agnes," suddenly exclaimed the hitherto 
drooping Constance, " let those pearls remain ; 
how well, how handsome, how queendike you 
look — wear them to-night," — and, as her exciie- 
■ment increased, added, " Agnes, if you love me, 
wear the whole Ret. We are strangers here — 
you ^hall be introduced as the heiress, and I your 
dear cousin and friend." 

" But suppose," said Agnes, archly, " suppose 
that in my assumed character I should chance to 
catch, not only a stray glance, but the heart of a 
certain youth, whom report says many have tried 
to win, in vain, because — he ' waited for the 
heiress' — therefore, remember I warn you well, 
that chaff has drawn many an older bTrd than he 
into the fowler's net ; and with the aid of these 
gew-gaws, as you term them, I really think I 
may make a very presentable thing, particularly 
with the title of the rich Miss Saebum pertain- 
able thereto;" and the light-hearted girl turned 
her bright, laughing eyes upon her companion, 
adding, " Gome, come, Constance, rouse yourself, 
and be what you really are, above the n 



" Stay," interrupted Constance ; " the whim, 
though sudden, has taken firm possession, and if 
you love me, you will appear this evening as 
Miss Kaebuin ; our names are so far alike, and 
it is only for me to address you also as Constance, 
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so THB HBIBESS. 

and mystify the good people, and then we deceite 
noi odiers fuither. Now you go moie richly 
dressed, and take the lead, as an elder cotuin 
should do ; foT you know you are my senior in 
years, or rather months, for I believe you both 
laughed and cried for full three months before I 
could join in either. If people then choose to 
mark you out as the giiWd one, let us embrace 
the only opportunity chance may aSbrd us, of 
ascertaining our respectiTe merits, or, I suppose, 
I ought to say charms, for our merits, alas I can 
scarcely find space to display themselves in the 
narrow limits of a ball-room." 

" Narrow aa the apace may be," observed 
Agnes, " you seem to think men's minds might 
be still more contracted j crushed, probably, into 
the exact size necessary for the duties of the 
evening." 

" Why, really," said Constance, smiling at the 
conceit, " if we were to measure men's minds by 
the rule of the ball room only, the most charita- 
ble conclusion would be, that they are of an elas- 
tic mould, which admits of expansion when 
released from the heated atmosphere. But you 
know my delight in tracing character, and I 
should like — it would interest — amuse me so 
much — to observe how this said Herbert Selwyn 
deports himself to the supposed heiress." 

" How like the postscript to a woman's letter ! " 
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exclttimed Agnes, " the truth peeping out at the 
last. Ah! Constance, Constance! it is not then the 
foUy or heaitiesBneSB of the world you so much 
coudema ; the (act is, your poor brother in his let- 
ters so exalted, almost deified this ' observed of all 
obseirers,* that you wish, yet dread to prove him 
to be but mortal. This is beneath you. Con- 
stance, and I would louse you to a more health- 
ful state of feeling." 

Coustaoce shook her head, but remained firm 
in her project Mrs. Holmsby made but slight 
opposition to the plan, considering it a mere 
youthful frolic of the cousins; nor did Agnes 
guess how much the feelings of Constance were 
really interested in the result The letters of 
her brother, to whom she had been warmly 
attached, were ever filled with encomioms of his 
friend, and since his death, the image of Herbert 
Selwyn had rested within her memory, as though 
he had been a part of him whom she mourned. 
She felt as if the regard hitherto bestowed upon 
his friend came as a legacy to hei, charged wiJi 
a just debt. He hod in his last letter besought 
her to look upon Herbert as a brother restored to 
her, should time or chance forward their meeting; 
and had Herbert presented himself before her at 
that time, she would bare taken his hand as 
such, without a diought of a nearer tie, or that 
worldly speculations could ever 'juter into the 
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compact. But two yean had elapsed, and Con- 
atanc«, though young and naturally unauspiuotU) 
had been compelled to acknowledge that self- 
intereal was the ruling principle of tlie numy. 
She was then a gentle, simple-minded giil, who 
had scarcely moved beyond the boundaries of her 
home i but now that, by an aunt's will, she )vm1 
become possessor of much that the world covets, 
she bad mingled with that world, and, alas ! had 
proved its emptiness. Oh, pity 'tis when the 
young heart first learns to distrust ; the lesson is, 
perhaps, at first difficult to comprehend ; it lequira 
repeated study ; but when once overcome, how 
far more difficult lo forget : Froteus-like, ft comes 
in every form, and lurks in every comer of that 
bosom where once it gains an entrance. She 
had been addressed by needy lonUings, who 
touched not her heart, for they son^t it not ; hei 
wealth was the beacon for which they steered, 
foT^tting that it could only be reached through 
her afiections; and each discarded one only 
served lo prove more clearly that it was their 
betting-books, and not their hearts, that had sus- 
tained a loss. This it was that drew forth the 
bitter taunt — " If I were an idiot, they would 
still be at my feet." 

The day our tale commences, Constance had 
heard of the arrival of Captain Selwyn, and 
rejoiced in the hope of meeting the cherished 
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Mend of her brother ; but while in the library, 
waiting Mra. Holmsby'a selection of some books, 
she overheard a young man, In hiughing mood, 
reply to the badinage of others — " No, no, I shall 
make no such rash promises ; I fall in love at no 
man's bidding; Lady £llen is very pretty, I 
grant, but I must first throw a cast for die heir- 
ess." 

" You are right there," sold one of the party, in 
an Irish accent, " they say Lady £llen's father 
employs such a rascally tailor, that the poor fel- 
low has not a pocket that will hould a linpenny." 

A hearty laugh followed the attempt at wit, 
and Constance, with burning cheek and beating 
heart, was glad to escape notice by quitting the 
room; but the anticipated pleasure for the even- 
ing was gone. A heavy cloud overshadowed the 
bright vision she had painted. Herbert thought 
not of her as the sister of one whom be had 
loved — not as the friend he had once hoped to 
obtain, and for which privilege be had put in his 
claim when endeavoring to soothe his last agony. 
No, it was only as the heiress he wished to greet 
her ; while the had so long, so earnesdy desired 
to meet him, if only to bless him for that dear 
brother's sake. Her heart felt crushed, all kindly 
feeling driven back to the inmost recesses, there 
to dwell in silence, mortification, and sorrow. It 
was in this mood that Agnes found her on the 
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ere in question. Her first impulse had been 
— ■' he shall not see me, I will not go to the ball, 
and to-morrow I will return to Ellersleigh." 
Then aioae the foolish whim that Agnes, bearing 
the same name, might pass for the " lady of 
Ellersleigh," while she might still mingle in the 
gay circle ; and she then became as anxious for 
the hour of meetiag as she had hitherto been 
reluctant. 

Captain Selwyn, as was expected, soon sought 
an introduction to Mrs. Holmsby, and by her was 
led towards the blushing Agnes. Il was not a 
time nor place to allude to hours of sorrow, and 
with the brief remark that he " fell as if he had 
met with an old friend," Agnes was relieved 
from the painful position of affecting lo mourn a 
brother whom she had not lost; nor, indeed, did 
the bright-eyed girl at his side recall to bis mind 
one feature his fancy had traced as the fair, sor- 
row-stricken mourner. But if he found her not 
what he had expected, she was not the less inter- 
esting to him, nor was her striking beauty less 
appreciated. One look at the supposed heiress 
was not sufficient, for he hovered near her the 
greater part of the evening, and it was not till 
nearly at its close that he was introduced to the 
cousin Constance, whose only ornament was a 
wreath of wild roses in her hair. He almost 
sniiled at the contrast; it was the radiant lily and 
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the pale flower of ths valley, the one command- 
ing odmiralion, the other seeking protection. 
There were few days daring the ensuing week 
in which he did not find aome plea for calling on 
the cousins — to restore a fan, to claim a lost 
cane, or to urge a sail in his friend Aylmer'a 
yacht ; and the tried friend of the brother could 
not be unwelcome to the sister. Agnes was all 
life and brilliancy, while Constance, pale and 
listless, was generally occupied in drawing, or 
bending over her embroidery, taking but litde 
share in the conversation, unless referred to by 
Captain Selwyn, which he was rather pertina- 
cious in doing, though it was often to support him 
against the lively attacks of Agnes, to whom his 
chief attention was given as her due. 

More than a fortnight had passed since the 
eventful uight of the ball, and Constance sat 
alone. Her brow was clouded, for thought was 
busy within. Had she acted rightly towards 
Agnes, Herbert, or herself ? No; for deception, 
be the motive what it may, cannot, in itself, be 
right ; and what had been the result of hers ? 
All the pleasures she might have so richly en- 
joyed in the society of one so estimable, so cheer- 
ful — one who seemed to fling aside the dark 
shadows of the world as he walked with steady 
yet buoyant step through the paths which nature 
called her own — all was utterly destroyed — a 
3 
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life of painful and continued restraint, willi a 
dread lest aught should lead to a discovery of 
the trick that had been played. She had never 
for a moment thought of further deception than 
for the evening ; but all deviauons from truth go 
upon the sliding scale, and to her dismay she 
found haw impossible it was to undeceive, with- 
out acknowlifdging the cause; thus proving how 
one simple error may lead to much future evil, 
nor can it be said, " so ^ shall it go, and no far- 
ther ;" for its effects may extend to many ; and 
then came the dread lest poor Agnes should suf- 
fer in her afleclions ; for Constance dreamed not 
thai woman's heart could resist the influence of 
Herbert's attractions, where he sought lo gain it ; 
and, oh misery! if Agnes had been drawn into 
the net, (he victim of her folly ! At present the 
spirits of her cousin were apparently wild and 
boundless as childhood's dream of Lfe; but the 
trial was not yet come. A few days more and 
Herbeit must join his regimeni ; a pang of more 
than common anguish pressed upon her heart ; 
whichever way she turned, cares, corroding 
thoughts, pursued her. Dear Agnes ! had Cap- 
tain Selwyn won her love, while he might part 
from her " fancy fre6," as when they met ; or, on 
the other hand, had he been seeking to secure, 
not the treasure beyond all price, woman's pure, 
disinterested love, hut the mere right to call her 
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sni^iosed weallh Ms own ; what a fate for Agii«s ! 
to monni over such cherished hopes, oi own her- 
self BD impostor ; allow him to withdraw silently, 
and leave her desolate. One project still re- 
mained, she could endow her cousin with the 
wealth the mercenary lover may crave ; but be it 
so, each mast forfeit the other's esteem , and where 
then could happiness Bad a sheltering nook 
wherein to build her nest i 

As she leaned her head upon a table, the 
reflection of a brig'htly tinted sky rested upon her 
cheek, and lingering there, seemed as if seeking 
to restore the bloom a few short days had faded. 
It threw a glowing lustre around her form, which 
a painter would have rejoiced in, and Constance 
was a lovely study for an artist. Hers was not the 
brilliant beauty which caught the eye captive as 
it gazed, but that far more subduing loveliness 
that won the heart, ere the eye had scarcely 
acknowledged its power. She was now tracing 
back the joyous hours in which her brother bore 
a part; the satisfaction she felt, when Fortune 
first smiled, in the thought thai bountifully as it 
had been given, so bountifully should it be dis- 
pensed, holding it only as a faithful steward for 
her Master's service. Schools for the young, 
□eat cottages for the aged, rose before her, and 
she had been so happy ; and now one false step 
had drawn her into a labyrinth, from which she 
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saw no wsy of escape. " Yes ! il was my prid*, 
my vanity, that required the humiliating punish- 
ment," thought she; "for ma there not the lurk- 
ing hope that I, the peauiless, might have been 
the choaen one ? but with the brand of deceit 
upon my brow, how could I meet hia dear, full 
eye, without shrinking hom his gaze ; and then 
wrapping myself up in unsocial gloom, he has 
only known me as a moody or fitful being at the 
best. My own wild theory, that nature draws 
her mysteriona chain closer and closer still around 
the hearts she fain would gain, has been swept 
away, even as the spider's web is bome down by 
the weight of the gem-like dewdrops of the morn- 
ing, and I must pay the penalty ; bnt as for po<v 
Agnes, I must try to bear her thiongh it scathleas." 
She raised her tearful eyes — ^ss it illusion, or 
was it in truth the form of Herbert that stood a 
few paces from the table on which she leaned 1 
His voice soon dispelled the doubt. 

" I fear 1 have started you, but the servant who 
atmounced me, retired ere he could ascertain if 
you were otherwise engaged." 

" I have only my own thoughts to engage me," 
replied Constance, confusedly, and then, as if to 
hide it, hurriedly said, " you have never spoken 
to me of my — my cousin Edward, dear Edward ! 
tell me of him." 

Thus suddenly called upon, Herbert felt 
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rathei at a loss where to begin his mournful his* 
tory. He had often thought it strange that Agnes 
bad not only nerei sought to know aught of his 
last hours, but evidently shunned the subject; he 
did not wish to charge her with a want of feeling, 
but rather attributed it to a dislike, so natural to 
the light-hearted, to dwell on scenes of sorrow. 
He now gazed on the pole, anxious face and 
quivering Up of his auditor with deeper interest, 
and a scrutinizing observer may have seen his 
own cheek flush and fade away, ere he atlempted 
to speak, in soothing tones, the history of the 
dead. It was seldom that Constance ventured 
either comment or reply, but her drooping head, 
and the tear that not un&equently stole silently 
down her cheek, and fell upon the hand she 
vainly endeavored to steady sufficiently to hold 
the work she affected to be engaged with, were 
too evident proofs of deep and abiding love for the 
lost one to be doubted. " Poor girl," thought Her- 
bert, " this is more than a cousinly love," and he 
sighed, " unrewarded, and, I fear, unregarded, for 
never once did Edward speak of a cousin who 
held any interesl in his heart. This, then, is why 
she so often aits abstracted or alone, cherishing 
fond remembrances, rather than seeking to forget 
in scenes of lighter mirth." Again he sighed, and 
though words were not now wanting to soothe 
and beguile her into a more cheerful mood, yet 
3* 
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both felt it B relief wheo the merry iKugfi of 
Agnes was heard, as she entered the room with 
Mrs. Holmsbjr. 

From that evening Constance seemed to shon 
Captain Selwjn more than ever, giving prece- 
dence to Agnes in all things, and the day drew 
ni^ to ft close which was to tenninato his leave 
of absence, but as yet he had not appeared to 
make his adieui. " I am really sorry he is 
going," said Agnes, much in the same tone in 
which she would have regretted the loss of a 
glove i "he has been so domesticated here — I 
wonder ir we shall ever meet again." 

Constance started, and grasped the arm of her 
cousin. " Agnes, speak to me ; tell me thai 
you hum you shall meet again — say that you 
have not cause to bate me, or I shall be most 
wretched." 

" Hate you, dear Con 7 you, the kindest, dearest 
cousin that ever mortal was blessed with — what 
could " 

"But tell me — tell me in one word," inter- 
rupted the now agitated Constance, "does Herbert 
Selwyn love you, and do yon return it?" 

" Hush, hush, dear girl ; it requires more than 
one word to reply to two such queries. A lady 
is not supposed to think that a gentleman loves 
her, unless he tells her so; and no such confes- 
sion has escaped the lips of Captain Selwyn." 
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Constance gasped for breath. 

"But why this fearful excitement?" asked 
Agnes; "rest satisfied that my peace is not in 
danger, whether Captain Selwyn makes his part' 
ing bow in smiles or in tears." 

" Oh what a blessed relief W me ! " exclaimed 
Constance j " 1 so much dreaded lesl you should 
have to reap the bitter fruit of the seed I planted. 
I conclude you gave him to understand howUttle 
your smiles or tears were iaflueoced by his 
presence, when you met this momiag, and that 
accounts for Captain Selwyn going away without 
taking a foTmal leave." 

At that moment be entered the room, having 
heard his own name and the few words that foU 
lowed. " I know not," said he, smiling, " what 
good reason you hod assigned me, foi having 
quitted Brighton so cavalierly ; but, believe me, I 
have felt too much pleasure, too much interest in" 
— he paused — " in all who bear the name of Rae* 
bum, to consider my visit as mere matter of form, 
though I grieve to say this must be a very short 
one. I had intended to put your Iriendly patience 
to the test, by bestowing myself and my ledious- 
ness upon you for the evening, to talk over the 
past, and, if possible, to glean hope for the 
future ; but I am to accompany Uajoi Wharton, 
who stalls immediately, and is even now impa- 
tient at my delay," And with a htisty "God 
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bless you" to.AgneB,uidafewn)unnuriag, indis- 
tinct words to Constance, be was gone. 

" I tbought so," said Agnes, Abo was the first 
to break ibe silence (bat followed. Constance 
looked inquiringly. " Sit, down, child, sit down 
again," said the mirth-loTing Agnes; "you bave 
bad a long dream, metbinlcs, and I pray that jou 
may not awake to regret. I cannot guess why 
you should bave taken such a decided dislike to 
tbal fine young man." 

" Dislike ! " eidaimed Constance, surprised 
into the confession ; " disUke Herbert Selwyn I 
who, with a mind capable of estimating worth, 
could possibly do so ? " 

" I know not," replied Agnes ; " but to be able 
lo discern what is good, and yet not profit by it, 
is to me worse than ignorance. We compas- 
sionate the blind if they stumble ; but not those 
who wilfully close their feyes lo the light. Day 
afler day you have sat languid and listless in his 
presence, apparently unmoved, whether the con- 
verse was grave or gay ; or if you did perchance 
give way Ui your natural character, it was but for 
a few fleeting moments, and again you crept into 
your cOTner, reminding one of a young hedgehog, 
encased within the thicket of its own bristleSf 
determined to keep off^ intruders." 

" It was the consciousness of having deceived," 
said Constance, " that took avi'ny all self-respect. 
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I felt like a culprit, and could not fearlessly meet 
bis gaze; but are you sure, quite sure, dear 
Agnes, tbat you bare not refused bim ? " 

" I could not refuse nbat was never ofiered," 
replied Agnes, carelessly. 

" Then, surely, you must allow that he bas 
been amusing himself rather too much at your 
expense." 

"Not at all," reiurued Agnes, smiEng, and 
afiecting to understand ber literally ; " be was 
never paid for his visits; besides, if you had 
not been wilfully blind, you might have seen that 
Captain Selwyn's chief aim was to amuse ut, and 
not himself. You are mistaken in him alto- 
gether. To me he never, by word or look, 
gave the slightest intimation that be wished to be 
on other terms than as the friend of my brother; 
and I flatter myself, that although no prude, the 
most fastidious could not accuse me of flirting with 
him. In truth, 1 think he was rather disap- 
pointed in me at flrsC — that it was a matter of 
some difficulty to bring himself to a stale of cor- 
dial approval — and I firmly believe, had I shown 
any symptoms of growing partiality, he would 
have shunned me as he would the pbgue." 

" And yet he seemed but as your shadow," 
returned Constance; "we never moved but we 
chariced to meet. Why was it that " 

" Ay, why," interrupted Agnes. " I once 
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Ihooght ymt might have answered all these whys ; 
but it seems I was wroDg, and therefore I can 
only say it was time moat sadly wasted by both 
of you. He merely made himself a Utile bit more 
miserable each day, and you had to pick out at 
night all the blue roses and green tulips you had 
worked in the morning." 

" Agnea, Agnes, you are now flinging your 
shafts at random. I feel that I was both weak 
and wicked in so risking your happiness, and 
most thankful am 1 that your own good sense — " 

" Stay ; do not bestow praise where no praise 
is due. 1 might choose to be ofTeoded at the sup- 
position that I could be so readily won ; but even 
this b praise I ask not for. The owner of an 
occupied house seeks not another tenant. In fact, 
I thought you had guessed long ago why a some- 
what mysterious looking ring was so prized by 
me ; or that you had observed that my face was full 
a hair's breadth longer for two whole days alVer 
the poor but gallant Lieutenant Fielding sailed 
for the Cape ; and be assured, dear Constance, if 
health be spared, or promotion given, I shall not 
envy — no, not even a Mrs. Herbert Selwyn." 

" And yet you never told me of your engage- 
ment. Oh, Agnes ! I should not have been thus 
secret with you! I might have aided you — I 
could, perhaps, now." 

•■ I know it, I feel it, dear Constance, and it 



b, Google 



THE HEIBEBS. 30 

was that which caused me to guard my Becret 
When the poor complain to the rich that fortune 
&T0T3 them not — that years of patient toil must 
ensue ere they can afford to be happy — is it not 
as a beggar pleading for grace ? " 

" A beggar, Agnes ! and to me I when yoa 
know yoa are to me as a sisier ! when you know, 
or know it now, that the day I become of age you 
will no longer feel that years of toil must pnss 
away ere you can venture to be happy. Dear, 
dear girl ! you are worthy of his love." 

The cousins parted for the night, the one to 
dream in hope, the oiher to weep over that one 
dark hour in which she hod admitted deception 
as a guest. She was the more provoked with 
herself because she fell that had she, on Herbert's 
first visit aAer the ball, laughed at the mistake 
that had arisen from their foolish frolic, all might 
have been well ; at least, she would not have had 
to reflect upon herself; but naturally timid and 
retiring, and ashamed to own the caiae for so 
fanciful an exchange of character at the moment, 
it afterwards became such a deliberately false 
position, she could not disentangle herself. Had 
she appeared in her own sweel, natural character, 
she would have retained not only her self-esteem, 
but probably gained that of the only man for 
whom she fell an interest beyond the passing 
crowd. Not that Constance was what is termed 
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Id love; she odmiied the choiacter of Heibeit 
nioie than his face or figure, although both bad 
beea pioDoimced faultleas ; but she legarded him as 
the faithful friend of her brolher, — her own prom- 
ised friend, — and therefore leproached herself 
that she had put ii out of her powei to enter on the 
subject OS she ought, lest he should imagine she had 
a dearei inteiesi in Edward than a cousinly affec- 
tion would warrant She was mortified beyond 
calm endurance that they should have parted as 
cold as they had met ; it was a heavy punishment 
for 30 slight an ofience, and the lesson was not 
without its use. But amidst much self-condemna- 
tion, one my of eatisfiiction beamed over her mind, 
— the supposed heiress, attractive as she was, had 
not drawn Herbeit to attempt any sacrifice of 
feeling to his interests. Had he, like Agnes, a 
panoply of defence in a previous attachment? the 
allusion to herself she considered as a mere spor- 
tive jest of her cousin. Be it as it may, she was 
not sorry to find that the term of residence at 
Brighton was fast drawing to a close, as a return 
to Ellersleigh would restore her once more to 
freedom. The meeting she had oflen dwell upon, 
OS among the possible events of life, was over — 
over in a way iitde calculated to make it a sub- 
ject of " sweet remembrance ;" and whatever 
poets may think or write of the " pleasures of mem- 
ory," it is more than doubtful if its pains do not 
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While there ia any probttbility that onr own 
t^MB -amy be nBefuUy employed lowarda attaio- 
ing any desired ohject, ve dream on, with a m<a- 
tnd hope that though we reach it not, a change 
may come ; for Hope, however beautiful, howerer 
cheering, she may be at times, throwing R light 
and chaim over life's darker shadows, aa the un- 
seen sun that from beneath the heavy cloud flings 
a gleam of golden radiance on the mountain's 
brow, still in her fitful moods she misleads her 
votaries, and thus suspense loo often preys upon 
the mind, aod wears out the tenement of clay 
that formed its shrine ; but when once made ftilly 
aware that it comes not within the range of pos- 
sibilities, no rational mind would continue to 
cherish the thought; even childhood pines not 
that the bright stars cannot be brought within its 
grasp. Nor was Constance one to sigh aiter, or 
expect that all things were to minister to her 
pleasure. To alleviate sorrow, to rescue Crom 
poverty, by giving employment rather than bread, 
was now hei chief delight at Elleraleigb, and white 
planning for the benefit of others she reaped a rich 
reward, for self was lost in sympathy ; and while 
she felt that neither perfect happiness, nor indi- 
vidual perfection was among the designs of Prov- 
idence, she may be forgiven if she soon began to 
look upon her error, not with less disapproval, 
bat aa of less evil in its consequences. 
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Another year, and ConBt&nc« had fall poasea- 
sioD of Ell«nleig^, while Agues, no longer a 
depcTidant companion, was still the friend of hei 
heart, and companion of hei brightest hours. 
They were silting in the prettiest of all pretty 
boudoirs, whena lengthened yawn from Constance 
rather startled her companion. " I am becoming 
dolorous," said Constance, smiling ; " I like not 
the fiiss and fatigue, the nonsense and parade, 
that must inevitably attend on going to I^ondon ; 
we are far more happy here, Agnes." 

" Far," was the laconic reply. Another pause. 

" I do not sa]q)ose Mrs. HoUnsby has any par- 
ticular wish to go this season ? " 

" Perhaps noL" 

"Agnes, yon are a provoldag creature 1 you 
see I am dying to devise some plea for not going 
to London, and you will not aid me." 

" I am no witch to guess what is not even 
whispered," returned Agnes; "but rather than 
you should die, I am ready to give you every 
possible aid, nioTe especially as it suits so well 
with my own humor." 

" And yet," rejoined Constance, " I do not 
mean to spend the summer here ; beautiful as 
this place is, and much as I love it, I have set my 
heart upon some wandering expedition." 

" Broken hearts are sad memorials of life," 
Baid Agnes, laughingly ; " pity yours should be 
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biokea for so slight a cause. Whither would joa 
goi" 

"Anywhere rather than to the court j I muit 
there appear as the miuveau riche ; and 1 know 
you will laugh at roe, but I still have a — a — no, 
not exactly a dread, but certainly a great dislike 
to throwing myself in the way of Herbert Selwyn 
in that character." 

" I will not laugh," returned Agnes, gravely, 
" because I griere to see that you still allow him 
to esercise such undue influence over you." 

"Undue influence!" repeated the astonished 
Constance ; " he has n<me over me." 

" Then why regulate youi moTements by any 
consideration for what he may choose to say or 
think?" 

It was a puzzling question — one she cared not 
to solve. She knew it not, and yet when con- 
science, who had 30 long slumbered in sweet 
security, now presented his reflecting glass, she 
but too plainly saw that every thought and action 
had been guided by the question "would he 
approve?" There was a long and awkward 
pause ; and Agnes was rather amused than sur- 
prised when Constance broke the silence by 
replying to her own thoughts — "Yet it is very 
natural to wish to gain the approval of those 
whom we esteem." 

This was certainly not quite an answer to the 
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qnesdon put, bat the resdy lepty of Agnea, 
"Tisry," seemed to be eufficient evidence that she 
•WM underrtood; and, glad lo escape further 
catechiziDg, added, " I have a great desire to see 
something of the Welsh coast Dear Edward 
used to speak in raptures of the scenery, and 
ofWn promised that when I had < learned my les- 
sons as a good child,' meaning when I should 
emerge from the school-room, he would take me 
on an exploring expedition. His account of the 
Devil's Bridge ia stiU bo vividly before me, that I 
lonf to visit it" 

" There, then, let ns go," said Agnes, to whom 
thought and decision were synonymoas terms. 
" When shall we start 1 " 

" Not to-day," rejoined Constance, laughing ; ' 
" although I see that you have, in your mind's 
eye, not only packed aU necessary things,- but 
actually seated yourself in the carriage." 

" True, dear cousin of mine I if you had a little 
of my prompt readiness, and I had a little of your 
more prudent reflection, what beautiful characters 
we should present to the world." 

" My prudent reflection ! " said Constance, 
musingly. 

" I understand your thoughts. Yes, for one 
hour we once changed characters ; hut the repent- 
ance that followed is a sure (est that nature is 
not to be trifled vrilh, even in jest On that eve 
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I candidly own it would have been belter had 
you kept to the prudent reflection system, and 
left proiapt decision to my charge ; but now, if 
we ate to move, let na not Unger, and thereby 
lose the loveliest of thia glorious weather " 

It was a beautiful evening in June, when the 
cousins, accompanied by Mrs. Holmsby, diore to 
one of the best houses on the teirace at Abe- 
lystwitb. To see her young friends happy, was 
joy enough for Mrs. Holmsby, for she truly loved 
them both, though Constance was more espe- 
cially dear to her. She was the child of him who, 
in early life, had first taught her heart to love, 
though adverse circumstances prevented their 
union, and he wedded another. In two short 
years Mrs. Raebum became a widow, and from 
that hour Mary Holmsby had been her tried and 
faithful friend ; and now that years and infirmi- 
ties were coming rapidly upon her, she was glad 
t(\ accept the warm invitation of the orphan Con- 
stance to be unto her as a mother. 

It was some time ere they attempted to vbit the 
Devil's Bridge ; but at length the day came when 
this long-intended scramble wos to be accom- 
plished, — and such a day ! Life would be a pre- 
cious boon if only to bask in that brightly beam- 
ing stm, or to inhale the pure, balmy breeze of 
that delicious mom. 

■'/can go no further," said Mrs. Holmsbyi as 
4* 
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Ihey wound their nlher perilous way among the 
crags ; " I will rest hero and await your rotum."* 

<■ You wiU go on ? " said Constance, turning &q 
inquiring eye upon Agnes. 

"Oh yea! "was the reply; tut ere long, Agnes, 
though of an enterprising spirit, and a frame 
equal to much fatigue, seemed to slacken in her 
pace, and soon afler, when Constance turned to 
warn her that the path was becoming very sUp- 
pery, she found herself alone, saving the little 
ragged attendant who acted as guide. " I shall 
rest here, David," said she, " while yon go baclc 
to the other lady." But David had guided too 
many through that wild track, to risk such an 
imputation on his taste, and therefore urged 
her to turn into the rugged path below, and 
there " everypody stopt a pit ;" and there the de- 
lighted girl did indeed find a rich recompense for 
all the trembling fear that had accompanied her 
steps thither. "Agnes must come here!" ex- 
claimed she ; " it is magnificent ! David, go hock 
and tell the lady that she can come thus far with- 
out danger, and I will wait for her here." 

Whether the liule urchin had lingered on his 
way, or his rhetoric had proved unavailing, Con- 
stance was left long in doubt, for no Agnes joined 
her. Perhaps ho had misunderstood her. But 
Constance thought not of the lapse of time, for her 
every feeling was soon absorbed by the wild 
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mblimiiy of the scene, the mote deeply iatereM- 
ing; to her, as she fully recognizor the spot her 
broiher had been eo channed wiih. This brought 
back many a truant thought ; the almost savage 
natureofthe scenery— hei loneliness — all served 
as fresh food for fancy to dwell upon ; and with a 
heart full of mingled and undefined emotion, she 
burst into tears. Why, or how long, she wept, she 
scarcely knew ; but on bearing, as she thought, the 
apjffoaching footateps of David, she started from 
her reverie ; but on raising her tearful eyes, they 
met those of Herbert Selwyn. 

" My surprise is not, perhaps, equal to yours," 
said he, " as I encountered your cousin on ray 
way, and learned from her the chance of finding 
you ; but you are sad — you are in sorrow." 

" No, no ! " cried Constance, rousing herself to 
something like self-possession; "only weak — 
foolish — anything you like to fancy of woman's 
capricious feelings; or, in truth, I believe it was 
the power — the majesty of nature, that called 
forth nature's tears." 

How long they sat in converse there, the heart 
of Constance knew not, though the hand of her 
watch had wearily passed its hourly round; but 
now she began to think they ought to wend their 
way bock. She would have given worlds to 
have said " I have a claim upon your Iriendship 
that yon know not of — one sanctified by the last 
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wishes of the detuil, although my pride has hitherto 
disdained to own it." But how could she pos- 
sibly introduce auch a subject ? While his dear, 
confiding eye rested upon her, how could she say 
that she had passed for what she was not, to try 
his atiength — to test whether mercenary feeling 
or honorable principle had the vantage ground ? 
She could not, for one look might have told the 
least observing that Captain Selwyn was not a 
man to sell either his honor or his happiness ; and 
yet, now that he was once more thrown into her 
society, it must be told ; for she could not— would 
not again subject herself to the painful reetiaint 
she had previously sufieied, however mortiiying 
the result These thoughts gave a momentary 
depression, but Gaptsiu Selwyn was too much 
occupied by bis own thougbtB and feelings to 
heed it much. 

" I so anxiously awaited the spring," said he, 
afler a pause, " as I concluded your cousin would 
be among the gayest of the gay, this season, and 
I had the vanity to hope she would again allow 
me the entrie of a friend, wherever she may take 
up her abode." " He does love Agnea, then, 
after all," thought Constance. " Imagine, then, 
my disappointment," added he, " on learning 
from a friend that she had flown to the mouotainB 
of Wales, rather than walk as one of the fairest 
of the &ir who crowd our brilliant court." 
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" She is indeed beantiiu]," mniniTiTed Con- 
stance, " ftnd well fitted to walk the palace aa hei 
home." 

■■ Almost too handsome," leiumed Herbert, 
laughingly ; " she takes the mind captive, aa it 
were, by storm ; yet the prisoner, though bound, 
is not always subdued — he can be rebellious, 
even in the hands of bia jailei," 

The smiles of Constance returned, but they 
were soon chased away, as Herbert pointed out a 
peculiar beauty in ilie cataract, which was fa- 
miliar to him through the vivid description of hia 
poor friend, Edward Raebum. Constance gazed 
silently, and the full tear stood upon her cheek. 

"He waa very dear to you)" said Herbert, 
stooping aa if to pick up something, and in a 
voice so tremolonsly low, that none but the sen- 
sitive ear of love could have caught the sound. 

"Very," waa all the reply she had voice to 
give, as her hand was now pressed between those 
of her companion. 

" Will not time soothe the heart, and teach it 
to forget?" 

Constance shook her bead. 

" Miss Raebum — Constance — dear Constance ! 
— forgive me. You know not how deeply I have 
loved you, and even now have sought you among 
these wilds, to ask if devoted love can compensate 
for the superfluities of life. Its comforts, though 
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not its luxuries, my modente income might atiU 
command. I have sometimes dreamed in bope,Bnd 
there have been hours in which I have dared to 
plant a beauteous paradise, your own bright form 
flitting among its bowers, as mistress there ; but, 
now," added be, mournfolly, " now that I would 
ask you to realize the dream, your heoit still sor- 
rows over the dead." 

" He was my brother," sobbed Constance; and 
the noble woods of Ellersleigh never found such 
bror in her sight as at that moment. We need 
not follow the process of unwinding the tangled 
skein, now that the clue was in the grasp of one 
80 expert in his attempts to unrayel the past as 
Herbert proved to be; and so judiciously and 
carefully did he untie each knot, that ere they 
reached their weaiy companions, Constance, 
though with blushing cheek and averted eye, no 
longer shrunk from taking her station as " (he 
K&rca/r" 
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FoREVEB, like the seaweed tost 

Upon the restless wavei 
The footprints of our path are lost, 

Until we reach the grare — 

Forever, on, without repose, 

Weak wanderers through life's pren 
Of hasty joys, and hasty woes, 

And lengthened weariness. 

Now here, now there, our steps abide. 
Then soroelhing spurs us on — 

A few short hours bear back the tide — 
We came, and we are gone ! 

But stiU upon our pilgrimage 

We pause awhile, and lo ! 
In some fresh ties and hopes engage. 

That make it sad to go : 

Leave portions of the heart behind, 

In every resting-place, 
And in the broken fragments find 

Some added sorrow's trace ; 
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Some Dew acquaintance changed too >oon 

To frieiids we fear to lose : 
We never can our hearts attunei 

But some Tent chord ensues. 

Ah ! every ferewell wafts away 

Some music from our lires, 
Until at last, in our decay, 

Scarce one sweet note snrrlTes. 

Yet who would yield such soft regret, 

Indiflerence to prove— 
Oi say, " Alas ! that e'er we met ! " 

Of those we leave and love 1 

No — rather bless the transient joy. 

Though sad its parting be. 
And feel, noi time nor space destroy 

The links of memory. 
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Tbb; Uame this changeless brow of care — 

This silent woe Ihey blame : 
Tbey little know how sweet 's despair, 

If it but breathe thy name ! 
They Uttle think how passing dear 

Is sadness unto me — 
How sweet the sorrow, sweet the teaii 

III silence shed for thee ! 

Life hath no home, no iftpe, no love — 

The dove hath lost her ark — 
The very face of heaven above 

Seems hopeless now and dark : 
Then haste, sad spirit, haste and share 

My sorrow and my gloom ; 
Quick — take me to thine anns. Despair — 

And bid them make my tomb ! 



iizodb, Google 



" A LOVBLT creature," said I, placing my hand 
athwart my forehead by way of sight shade, with 
as much the air of a connoisseur as I could man- 
age to assume. 

" A dear one, — a prudent, and a Tirtuous," 
lejoined the knight, turning sharply away, and 
betaking himself to his box, as if he had made an 
efioTt to took upon an object connected with pain- 
fill recollections. Nay, if I am not mistaken, 
there was moisture on the tace of his sleeve as he 
raised hia arm to his eyes, affecting to ward oST 
the sunbeams glaring through the windows. For 
worlds 1 would not have entrapped him into the 
discussion of the subject ; but reading curiosity 
in my looks, he paused when we reached the 
door of the gallery, and, tapping me significantly 
on the hand, said, in a low voice, " I have her 
history written out in fair text-hand among my 
family papers. My cousin Ursula was the 
choicest scribe in this part of the country. You 
will find specimens of her best Italian manner in 
the great family recipe book; but if yon are 
inqnisitire touching the memoir of her sislet 
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Milicent, why 't b heutily at yoni aeirice." The 
word " prudent" was a Btumbling-Hock. I was 
erer ioclined to banish from among the cardinal 
Tirtaes, the prim, self-contented, prudish-locking 
damsel with the looking-glass ; and since even 
Sl Augustine pleads guilty to a similar prejudice, 
I, a siimei, need not hesitate to avow the antipa- 
thy. Nevertheless, the following sketch of family 
history could not but interest my feelings ; and I 
hare no scruple in pointing out the picture of 
" the Lady Keswycke at her looking-glass," as 
the sweetest personification of Prudence that has 
exemplified the duty of self-examination since the 
days of Penelope. 

Sii Lawrence de Cressmgham, of Cressingham 
Hall, was the friend and companion of the great 
Clarendon ; — sat in the Long Parliament, retired 
to France on the ruin of the royal cause, and died 
in exile. In compensation for these disasters, his 
son, Sir Giles, received, at the Restoration, offers 
of a pension and peerage; both of which he 
stoutly declined, as being connecting links with it 
court towards which he was anything but favor- 
ably disposed. Ketiring, therefore, to the estate 
or remnant of estate still pertaining to the family 
name, he devoted hia time to its cultivation, and 
bis thoughts to the rearing of two daughters, 
bequeathed him by his wife, Ursula de Coverly, 
grand-aunt to the good knight, whom it was the 
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unbidoB of his frugality to raise to the o 
of co-heiresses. 

Unfortunately, however, little Hilicent and 
Ursula were not the sole objects of his solicitade. 
The chai^ of a yOung consm, son to a youngm 
brother of Sir Lawrence, who had &llen on the 
field of Worcester, leaving a young wife and 
posthumous child to the mercy of his Aen 
wealthy telatiTes, was entailed upon him with 
the &mily estates ; and Francis de Cressingfaam 
grew up as the sole child of the house, till, thir- 
teen yean after his melancholy birth, little Mill- 
cent made her a{^iearaiKe to initiate the heart of 
the bluff Sir Giles into the still winner trakler- 
ness of actual paternity. 

Frank, a spirited lad, with the wild blood of 
his nee already boiling in his veins, was not 
jealous of the Utile stranger; — nay, he would 
often snatch the pretty doll into his arms and 
cover it with kisses, till the lady mother shrieked 
aloud lest its delicate frame should be injured by 
his rough caresses. But however blnstering else- 
where, Francis became a tamed lion on approaclh- 
ing the nursery ; and when, a few yean after- 
wards, the Lady de Cressingham died of a alow 
decay, there was no one in the house whose 
endearments afforded consolation to her two 
moping, motherless girls, saving those of " cousiit 
Frank." His visits to the Hall from college or 
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his Tegiment were hailed as signals foT a general 
holiday. Sir Giles prepared for a carouse wilh 
the neighboring squires; Miliccnt, who at that 
period inclined to the coquette, began to gather the 
bright rings of her chestnut hair under nfontange 
at the newest feshion ; while Ursula, her younger 
sister, would sit for hours at her spinet, study- 
ing sonatas for his amusement. The worthy 
knight was scarcely prouder of his young relative 
than were the two girls; and during the perils 
encountered by the combined fieei in which 
young De Ciessingham was serving wilh honor 
as a volunteer, Dr. Esdras, the family chaplain, 
could by no means determine which of the three 
displayed most ferror at morning and evening 
prayers in commending to Heaven the destinies 
of those who " travel by land or by water." 

Meanwhile, the peace of Nimeguen restored 
tranquillity to western Europe, and Captain de 
Cressingham to the Hall; and it was well for 
him that he escaped being drowned in sherries- 
sack by his kinsman, or smothered in kisses by 
the two girls, during the first twenty-four hours 
of his sojourn. Milicent was scarcely fourteen ; 
yet Dr. Esdras was of opinion that the raptures 
of her welcome might have been moderated with 
advantage to all parties. He even ventured to 
express some such notion in the hearing of his 
patron and disciple, Sir Giles; who swore in 
5* 
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good loand temu that he had no mind to be 
chaploia-ridden, and would foster no crop-eared 
puritan in his household, till the doctor waa lain 
to retreat into the little study that served him for 
dormitory and all, leaving the young people to he 
as loring and frolicsome aa they and the obsti- 
nate knight thought proper. 

But however warm the welcome of the elder 
Cressioghami and however strenuous his oppo- 
sition to the innovations of a meddling chaplain, 
there existed between himself and his kinsman 
a fertile and inextinguishable germ of discord. 
They hod lived on easy term in the relative posi- 
tion of benefactor and prottgt, guardian and 
ward ; but as man and man, the case was widely 
different. Frank was a blind and hot>headed roy- 
alist ; while the loyalty of Sir Giles was somewhat 
refrigerated by the sacrifices he had been com- 
pelled to moke to the improvidence and obstinacy 
of the House of StuorL Prank was a courtier ; 
— Sir Giles a clown. But above all, the knight 
had formed, or, as he said, obtained, an opinion 
that, by means of certain fines and recoveries, the 
residue of the Cressingham estates were fully 
redeemed from the original deed of entail; — 
while Frank regarded the whole as his inalien- 
able inheritance ; and, dearly as he loved his two 
fair cousins, had no mind to be swaggered out of 
his birthright. A sovereign regnant is apt to 
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look with a jealoua eye upon his heir apparent 
and still more upon the heir presumptire, or pre- 
sumptuous, who advances unrecognized claims. 
The young captain had not been six weeks 
established at the Hall, before theological differ- 
ences ran high between himself and the pragmat- 
ical Esdras; and the party designations of Whig 
and Tory, then in the first blush of their viru- 
lence, were soon fiercely bandied between the two 
cousins. The attempt to restore episcopacy in 
Scotland afforded an overflowing; theme for those 
political squabbles, miscalled arguments ; and 
while the heart of the young volunteer waxed hot 
within him to hear himself stigmatized as a vapor- 
ing boy, the nose of Sir Giles wased hot without 
him on being upbraided as a recreant from the 
faith of his gallant ancestors. It soon became 
apparent to Milicent and Ursula, that the sooner 
cousin Frank returned to Whitehall the more 
agreeable to cousin Giles. The young man 
was indebted to the testamentary disposiliona of 
his uncle, Sir Laivrence, for a sufficient provision 
to supply the sword of a De Cressingham with 
new scabbards j and he now burst forth once more 
upon his perilous career, and was soon heard of, 
fighting with the great Sobieski against Tekeli 
and the Turks. 

At this period, Milicent de Cressingham, now 
rapidly advancing towards womanhood, was often 
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beard to ioteirupt hei sister Ursula's labors in 
the wardrobe and still-room, nith expressions of 
joy that their cousin should be absent from Eng* 
land during so stormy a season of political strife i 
more particularly as the zeal and domestic influ* 
ence of Dr. Esdras increased in proportion as the 
public influence of his party declined ; while the 
sinister aspect of their father's afiairs only tended 
to irritate his prejudices against the ascendant 
faction. And yet, considering how often young 
Mistress de Cressingham declared herself " re- 
joiced" by the rambling campaigns of I'poor 
Frank," it was surprising how much her coquetry 
subsided and her gayety declined during his 
absence. Instead of the /onfon^e, with its ribands 
of cherry color, Milicenl's tresses were now con- 
fined under as simple a riding-hood as the starch- 
est puritan of tbero all ; and having laid aside the 
rhapsodies of -Dryden and Nat Lee and the mel- 
lifluous vagaries of Waller, she was oftentimes 
found seated in a favorite arbor of phyllyrea, look* 
ing out on the great canal, with a volume of ihe 
Pilgrim's Progress open upon her knee. Whither 
her thoughts were straying none could tell; — 
perhaps they were lost among the knots of a new 
stomacher; — perhaps at the siege of Vienna; — 
perhaps in (he Slough of Despond ! 

It is needless to relate how slowly the monot- 
onous years passed away at Cressingham Hall; 
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or how many hogaheada of wonnwood wine, or 
gtiUons of rosemary water attested the housewifely 
diligence of its younger mistress, when, to the 
amazement of their good father, and the surprise 
of his modentely good chaplain, the elder, Che 
fair Milicent, was moved lo decline the suit of 
the Lord Keswycke, a worthy gentleman from 
the North, with the wisdom of fifty years on his 
brow, and the virtue of half as many annual 
thousand pounds in his pocket ; and who appeared 
on the field, moreover, in a coach and six surpass- 
ing the splendor of the Duchess of Portsmouth's. 
The siege of Vienna and of the lady were raised 
together ; and in the course of the same summer, 
after a suhmissive epistle claiming pardon of Sir 
Giles for past offences, on the score of youthful 
intemperance, cousin Frank returned (iom the 
Danube, hk handsome lace garnished with a pair 
of mustachios that streamed on the troubled air 
like the sacred horse-tail of the prophet which he 
had recently assisted to capture. 

The conquering hero came — and all dissen- 
sions ware speedily forgotten in ihe enthusiasm 
of a stretch of heroism, such as had not graced 
the annals of the House of Cressingham since 
the Crusades. The knight fek conscious that he 
could do no less than take by the hand a kins- 
man who had ventured to take the Turk by the 
beard, — closed weapon to weapon with a wild 
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Pandoar,— and trampled under foot the conse- 
crated standard of Mahommed. Again, and more 
warmly than ever, he was welcomed at the H&ll; 
and amid the florescent marveUousneas of his 
recitals, Milicent's eyes were seen to recover their 
sparkling lustre, and her riding-hood to assume 
something of a more courtly shaping. The 
clipped arbor was now deserted, or made to shel- 
ter a pair of turtle doves in lieu of the solitary 
spfTTOw. But lo! before cousin Frank's com- 
plexion had lost a shade of its Hungarian swar- 
thiness under the less fervid skies of Britain, he 
and the old knight unluckily hit upon a matter 
of contestation lar more stimulant to the wrath 
of both parties than either the test act, the ortho- 
doxy of Dr. Sancrofi, or the authenticity of the 
Rye-house plot. Francis de Cressingham ven- 
tured to demand the hand of his cotisin Milicent 
in marriage ; — and Sir Giles scrupled not to in- 
form him that he was a blockhead for his pains. 
It was on a hot, sultry, cross-grained aflemoon 
in August ; the chaplain and the ladies had 
accepted the hint of the knight's loyal toast to 
retire to their devotions; and the host and the 
young colonel were left tUe-A-tHe. On the table 
between them were flagons and flasks, and tall, 
spider-legged rummers; with a dish of mellow 
jargonelles, over which buzzed a swann of stun- 
mer flies and a malignant wasp or so, at which 
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Sir Oilea sat fencing witb Ub hniitiiig coMeau, 
till his nose grew as red as a loTe*apple, and his 
temper correspondenily inflamed. After utleiing 
divers pishes and pshaws, and other interjections 
to which Dr. Esdras and the recording angel 
might have found much to object, he looked 
down on his Spanish leather boots, and laid the 
blame on the twinges of a flying gout ; and it was 
at this inauspicious moment, that Frank, (who, 
having defied Kara Mustapha and all his hoMt, 
made light of the peeTish mood of a country 
cousin,) with most audacious aelf-conceil, pro- 
ceeded to tender his proposals for the hand of his 
cousin] — the old man winced grievously; but ' 
he no longer ascribed bis grimaces to any physi- 
cal ailment. 

" Look ye here, Colonel Francis de Cressing- 
ham," cried he, striving to subdue bis rising choler, 
but pushing forward the ilagons of Bhenish till 
they chimed together like an alarum, " I esteem 
you well as a kinsman, as my father's ward, as 
the orphan of a gallant man, and so forth ; but if 
you fancy that a girl of mine shall ever camp in 
the tents of Belial; — if you snppose that Milly 
de Cressinghom has been reared to tramp at ibe 
heels of your troop, starch your raffles six days 
o' (he week, and clear accounts with her con- 
science by half an hour's whisper in the ear of 
some confounded Jesuit of a confessor on Satur- 
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day night,— i'laith you aie mistaken, coltmel !— 
plaguily mistaken,— and no thanks to you for tha 
blundei. The wench will carry with bei to some 
honest man's bosom half of my lands here pinned 
to hei sleeTe, without needing to graft heiaelf and 
them on ilie withered branch of her fomily stock." 

Frank de Ciessingham's leply was given in a 
tone worthy of the fiercest pacha whose acimetai 
he had seen waving on the walla of Buda ! He 
swoie that, however beneath the notice of a 
needy knight-baionet, he might obtain richei and 
nobler wives than Mistress Milicent of the Hall, 
any day of the year ; boasted his favor both with 
the king and the duke ; denounced his kinsman 
as obnoxious to the court ; nay, even threatened 
him with the growing ascendancy of popish in- 
fluence. The old man's rejoindera grew louder 
and hotter, as he recognized the truth of Frank's 
allusions to his felling fortunes; and it was well, 
perhaps, that the dormitory or library of the good 
doctor was sufficiently near at band, and his 
slumbers or studies sufficiently light, to admit 
of his being roused by the fray. Dr. Esdras 
rushed into the eating hall to separate the dispu- 
tants, just as the hard argument of a heavy pal- 
eel-gilt goblet (an heir loom from their common 
grandsire) was flung, at the head of the hero of 
the Danube ! 

It needed not long for Colonel Frank to canse 



iizodb, Google 



HILICENT. 61 

his horse to be saddled for instant departure : yet, 
brief as the period was between his offence and 
flight, he found leisure for a moment's interview 
with the lovely origin of both. They met, as 
usnal, in the evergreen aiboi; where Frank, 
with the foam still moist on his lip, and the 
sparkle of rage still bright in his eye, mingled his 
blessings on herself with curses on her father ; 
implored, — besought, — nay, almost compelled her 
to fly with him ; retraced their long years of ten- 
derness ; pictured their still longer years of future 
separation; till Milicent grew cold and pale as 
a marble statue in his arms, and the tears rolled 
down her unconscious cheeks as she listened. 
But Frank de Cressingham, though brave as a 
soldier and glowing as a lover, was not endowed 
with a right generous spirit of humanity; and in 
the improvidence of his selfishness, he now ven- 
tured to put forth an argument fatal to his cause: 
— he told her that the ruin of her father's house 
was accomplished; and entreated her to fly with 
him from its desolation. He did not perceive 
with what thrice holy sanctity he was investing 
the duty of a daughter ! 

Assuming a dignity such as had never before 
elevated her graceful person, Milicent instantly 
extricELted herself from his embraces, and bade 
him adieu forever. A few minutes afterwards, 
the colonel and his horse were enveloped with 
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clonds of dust on their road back to Whitehall ; 
and Milly was weeping at the old man's feel. 
Her father had been insulted ; and in the perpe- 
trator of auch an offence ehe no longer recognized . 
a lover. She implored the forgiveness of her 
pareni, — the forgiveness of Heaven, — for that 
one short moment of rebellion ; and poor ITrsula 
de CressinghaiQ had a bard task in soothing the 
ire of the old knight and the tears of her sister. 

But the love that has grown with our growth 
and strengthened with oui strength is not to be 
cast away in an hour, howcvei grievous the 
backslidinga of its object. The indignant daugh- 
ter wavered not for a moment in her determina- 
tion, nor was there one tear of repentance among 
the floods with which she bathed the green 
boughs of the arbor after Gressingham's depart- 
ure ; but she soon grew more than ever attached 
to the spot ; — coming thither in the first place to 
sigh over her lover's offences; — in the next to 
bewail his departure with Lord Dartmouth's ex- 
pedition CO Tangier; — and, lastly, to commune 
with her own prudence touching her father's 
entreaties that she would once more give ear to 
Lord Keswycke's tender overtures. 

The position of poor old Sir Giles was now, 
indeed, every way deplorable. His health had 
long been breaking. Early hardships endured 
during the civil wars had prematurely bowed his 
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frame ; — the consciouaness of apostasy, combined 
with the monificatiDn of befiolding the cause he 
had embraced on the death of his father gradu- 
ally sink into aothiogness, only augmented the 
miachief; — while the position of public aSiirs, 
the death of Russell and Sydney, and the 11a 
grant malpractices of JeSHes, filled him with con- 
sternation. Every day some harsh warning was 
breathed into the old man's ears ; every day the 
denunciations of his young cousin recurred to his 
memory ; and each retrogressive step taken by 
the protestant party seemed to augment the tri- 
umph of Francis and his own degradation. AU 
these things weie solemnly pointed out by old 
Esdraa to the attention of Milicent and her sister. 
He assured them that their father's injudicious 
zeal had alCracted the fatal notice of the lord chief 
Justice ; that the name of Sir Giles de Cressingham 
was entered in Jeflries' black. list; and that noth- 
ing less than the protection of a son-in-law, rich 
and inHuential as the Lord Eesywcke, would 
secure the old knight from impeachment and the 
Tower. The two girls, who were no strangers 
to their father's imprudence of speech and action, 
trembled while they listened ! And on the very 
evening of the chaplain's argumentation, Lord 
Keswycke arrived anew at the Hall ! 

But, having formerly put to the proof the fail 
Milicent's inaccessibility to the ordinary tempto- 
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tion of her aex, he this time left the coach and six 
at Kcawycke Moat, and pursued his courtship in 
the simplest and most straighlforward manner. 
Perhaps his lordship was conscioas of having no 
extrinsic advantages to match with the heroic 
rein ; for he was a tall, stem, hard-favoied, un- 
gainly man ; wanting only a Geneva skull-cup 
and cloak to look the perfect puritan. Hia voice 
was tuneless — his manner harsh — bis maltei 
dry — his demeanor cold ; and but that, on the 
week succeeding hia arrival, the old knight, her 
father, was subpccnaed to appear before Je&Hea 
as witness on one of those deadly trials manufac- 
tured to fill out the purposes of his commission, it 
is probable that Mllicent might hare been unable 
to control her repugnance sufficiently to give him 
her hand. But afler due self-interrogation, and 
terror-struck by the approaching danger, she 
finally consented to become Lady Keswycke in 
time to justify her lord in calling together his 
retainers, and accompanying hia venerable father- 
in-law to (he tribunal in the west: — and when 
soon afterwards Sir Giles was dismissed with 
honor from the prosecntioo, it was mmored in the 
court and city that bis preservation had cost a 
sum of five thousand pounds to Milicent's bride- 
groom. Whole years of tenderaess and devotion 
would not have impressed the heart of his young 
wife BO strongly as that one week of self-aacrifica 
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and generosity! How could she do otherwise 
than venemte the band which had preserved the 
life of her father? 

Lord Keswycke, meanwhile, expressed a de- 
cided objecdon to the Cressingbam family pro* 
longing their residence at the old Mall. The 
evil spirit of the new reign was already abroad. 
Fagots were heard crackling on every side as in 
the bloody days of Mary, while the martyrdom 
of Mrs. Gaunt and the Lady Lisle attested that 
they were not kindled in Tain; nay, it was a 
favorite sport with James to entertain bis foreign 
ambassadors with vaunting narratives of what be 
facetiously termed tbe " Campaign of Jeffries !" 
The revc»cation of the edict of Nantes had cut off 
even the hope of a refuge in France ; and Mili* 
cent, while she contemplated the perils and dan- 
gers of her infirm parent, offered up fervent 
thanksgivings to Heaven for having afforded the 
means of securing him a stronghold against his 
enemies, a shelter for bis old age. With her 
father and her sister as her inmates, her dreaded 
residence at Keswycke Moat lost all or half its 
terrors. But though many person averred tbat 
tbe stem bridegroom was mainly anxious to 
remove ber from a spot pointed out by Esdras as 
replete with associations inimical to the growth 
of wedded love, the world was, as usual, mistaken. 
However little calculated to shine at Whitehall, 
6* 
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or vie with the attnctioDB of the cavaliei coii» 
in's sweeping plume and musiachioa, Keswycke 
was a man of unswerviog honor ; nor would have 
raised to his bosom a wife whose vlitne he deemed ~ 
it necessary to fence round with such fierce g;nai- 
dianship. Milicent might have loitered ont the 
remainder of her days in the phyllyiea bosquet, 
without exciting any alarm in her hoaband 
beyond that of her catching the ague from the 
malaria of the stagnant canal. 

And well did the lovely bride repay this honest 
confidence in her prudence. In ceasing to be a 
child. Milicent had put away childish things. 
Her'lover's egotism, her father's danger, her bus- 
band's excellence, had sobered her fancy and 
strengthened her character. Like " tbe gentle 
lady wedded to the Moor," she beheld her bus* 
band's image in his mind, — or rather had ceased 
to notice the uncomeliness of bis aspect; — bat, 
apprehending the holy value of the name of wife, 
and reverencing the mighty importance of its 
duties, she fell that she had a part to play in the 
sight of man and the sight of God; and that, 
having fallen upon a period of national trouble) it 
was incumbent on her to meet the tumnlt with 
redoubled firmness, even as the mountain shrubs 
root themselves the stronger for the tempest. 
Lord Keswycke, if he did not yet touch her 
heart, already commanded her lespect He wai 



iizodb, Google 



neither gracious nor graceful ; but his every word 
was bright with meaning — his every action with 
nobleness. She looked up to his iatelleclual 
superiority as to the majesty of the firmament 
over het head, which, transparent as it is, no eye 
can search or measure ; and grew more important 
in her own eyes, on finding herself valued and 
approved by a being of such eminent endowments. 
She knew (for Keswycke was not the man to 
bestow his name on one he deemed unworthy his 
utmost confidence) that it was to him the protes- 
tant party looked for furtherance and protection 
against the innovations of a despotic king and cor- 
rupt ministry. She knew that he afforded the 
connecting link between the Court of the Hague 
and the people of Britain ; that it needed but the 
uplifting of his hand for Mary of Orange to 
appear on her native shores, and assume a throne 
forfeited by her father's blind and bigoted defiance 
of its laws and constitution. She knew that on 
the acquittal of the bishops at their trial at West- 
minster, it was Keswycke's name that was shouted 
loudest by the rejoicing populace ; that it was Aw 
influence which upheld die opposition of the Uni- 
versiiy of Oxford to the imperious mandates of 
the king — that the chief men of the city — the 
chief prelates — the chief jurists — were in con- 
stant and confidential conununlcation with Kes- 
wycke Moat. Yet in spite of all this, Milicent 
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feared nothing for hia safety ; for she also knew 
the parity of his life, the steadiness of his judg- 
ment, and the total absence of worldly or inter- 
ested motires from bis proceedings. She saw 
that his measures were taken for conscience sake; 
that he Was above the influence of ambition, 
beyond the reach of venal calculations ; — the dil- 
igent servant of Ood, the vigilant master of his 
own passions; — and believed him secure as the 
ark of the covenant from the touch of a lawless 
sovereign. It was not with her liege lord as with 
her rash and vjcillaling father. Keswycke could 
have said or done or thought no weak or evil 
thing; and Milicent was as proud of the great- 
ness of her husband's mind as many women 
would have been of the mightiness of hia estate 
and condition. Once or twice it was insinuated 
to her by old Sir Giles, now verging on his 
dotage, that Francis de Cressingham (who was 
welt known as an accredited emissary between 
the courts of James and the Vatican, or rather as 
the officious agent between Father Petre, the 
royal confessor, and his own uncle, Cardinal 
Howard) had pointed out the popular influence 
of Lord Keswycke as a matter of peril and terror 
to the weak minds of James and his queen ; and 
that a system of espionage was accordingly insti- 
tuted in the environs of Keswycke Moat. Yet 
■till Milicent feared nothing. Whenever Ursula 
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wu moTsd to the acknowledgment of her appro- 
heoaiona, her slater did but incite her to join mora 
fervently in prayer for their mutual consolation, 
and more actively in study for the engrossment 
of their faculties, lest she should be induced into 
the frailty of weak-heartedness in her lord's be- 
half. 

" There is a mighty duly in his hand," said 
she, as they walked side by side along the stately 
terraces of the old castle : " the fate of nations is 
committed to his charge, — the welfare of millions, 
— the destinies of interminable posterity. Shall 
I then, — even I, — bymy weak tenors molest my 
husband in his most responsible career, or add 
one thorn to the anxieties of his arduous under- 
takings? No, no! Ursula: — if I am weak, pray 
that I may be strengthened ; if perplexed, pray 
that my paths may be made straight ; — but haz- 
ard not One word to me of my husband's danger, 
lest I grow faint in my good intent. Talk to me 
of other things. The earth, with its flowers, 
which is so bright around ua; — the Heavens, 
with their stars, which are so bright above; — 
futurity, with its hopes, brighter, yea ! a ihouaand- 
fold brighter, beyond! ]>t us talk of these things, 
Ursula ; nor linger one sentence longer amid the 
political dissensions of a misgoverned nation." 

So steadfast was Milicent Id this prudent and 
virtuous resolve, that throughout the perils which 
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eoBaed, although liei frame wasted to a shadow, 
and her voice grew even as a whisper for very 
wretchedness, she breathed not a word of fear or 
misgiving. 

From the momenious period of the landing of 
William, she suffered no hour of the twenty-four 
— DO moment of the hour — to remain unoccu- 
pied; for DOW, for the first time since her mar- 
riage, she was withdrawn from her husband's 
company. Lord Keswycke had hastened, by a 
pre appointment with the Lord Churchill and the 
Duke of Grafton, to join the protestont prince at 
Axrainster; — and even at the moment of bidding 
him &rewell, Mihcent had the noble fortitude lo 
say " God speed him ! " without embittering their 
parting embrace by a single tear. She looked 
upon him as a nuncio of Heaven, going forth to 
fulfil his master's work; nor was it till cStex his 
departure, after the old gates of the Moat had 
actually closed upon the last straggler of his train, 
that she fell down on the threshold in a deep 
swoon; stru^ling for five hours between death 
and life, while the doting old knight tore his gray 
hail by her bedside, and Ursula sat chafing her 
cold hands vriihoat hope of her recovery. Her 
disorder arose, however, from weakness of body, 
not weakness of mind. Her soul was worthy of 
her husband and his cause ; and in the course of ~ 
s day or two, she was enabled to rise and go 
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into her oratory, and pray with all her spirit for 
■ blessing on the absent one. " He saved my 
&lher; — he ia about to save my country: — 
strengthen him, Lord God, with thy mighty 
power, and prosper his underialdng ! " said Mili- 
cent; and, in the sight of Heaven at least, she 
had no need to check the bitterness of her agony. 

Her prayers were heard ! — The hour of danger 
passed away; but although Milicent knew him to 
be standing at the king's right hand at Westmin- 
ster, she had prudence to refrain from joining her 
husband in the capital, or from interceding for a 
short visit at the Moat, lest she should intercept, 
however slightly, the fulfilment of his public 
duties. Mighty indeed had been the strife within 
her soul, and mighty the anguish of her heart, 
during the political conflict of thai bloodless revo- 
lution. But still more mighty was her rewqrd 
when, summoned by her lord to their new resi- 
dence at court, she heard his name shouted by 
the grateful populace as he approached ; and, 
amid the tears that sprung into her eyes, and 
which she was no longer compelled to repress, 
hailed for the first time the countenance she loved, 
brightened by the sunshine of perfect content- 
ment ! The destinies of his country were secured, 
and Milicent was again in his arms ! 

It was amid the tumuh of this unhoped-for tri- 
umph, that Lady Keswycke and her lord wore 
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BummoDed to receive the old mas hex ttthsi'B 
dying benediction ; and it waa an afiectiog thing 
to hear the aged Icnight, rereraing the law of 
natuie, reader tlianka to liis ctiild that she had 
solaced him, and supported him) and been a stay 
< to hia feeble footsteps. He bequeathed bis 
' daughter Ursula to the guardianship of his high- 
minded son-in-law as to that of a second provi- 
dence; and then, like Simeon, was ready to 
" depart in peace, now that his eyes had seen the 
salvation of the Lord :" leaving it to his daughters 
to carry back the remains of their old father to 
the abode of his ancestors, — where he had hoped 
to return and find a tranquil home, and where it 
was their pious duty to lay bis gray head in the 
grave. 

Some years had now elapsed since they quitted 
Cressingham. The haU had grown damp and 
dark and gloomy, even to the uttermost desolation; 
while the gardens, like every spot recommitted to 
the hand of nature, were only the more beautiful 
in proportion to their abandonment. The trimmed 
shrubs bad shot forth into a natural shape ; the 
flowers, unchecked and unpruned, had sprung up 
as in a wilderoesa of blossoms; song-birds had 
built unheeded on every side; and even the wild 
bees now deposited their treasures in the clefts 
of its solidary trees. As the sisters bent their 
steps on the evening of their arrival across the 
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weedy gravel, or ftscended the mossy stooe steita 
of the terroM — startled in their turn by the wood- 
|Hgeons they scared from their nesta — Ursula 
Toiiily attempted to beguile hei sister from the 
path leading to the phyllyrea bower. " Kay, let 
na not bend our steps thitherward," faltered she, 
at length, foncying that the spot would present a 
painful recollection to the mind of Lady Kes- 
wycke. 

" And wherefore not I " answered Milicent, in 
her own sweet, steadfast voice, turning upon her a 
countenance that their father's recent death had 
stripped of its natural bloom. " It is my place 
of triumph, Ursula! — the spot where I was 
tempted — the spot where I was sustained against 
temptation. But for that green arbor and its 
scene of parting, I had followed my youth's vain 
fiincy, and never been blest as the wedded wife 
of the noblest of mankind ; had never enjoyed the 
triumph of being dearest of all to one whose love 
extends to the meanest of his fellow-creatures : — 
the glory of holding a part in that mind to which 
the nations of the earth turn for guidance and 
instrnction: — the holy joy of knowing myself a 
first object in those prayers betwixt which and 
Heaven no vile or worldly object interpoaeth ! 
My sister — my dear sister — look around; look 
at these shapeless walla of verdure, these decay- 
ing benches, this weed-entangled ground under 
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oui feet i — and tbea thank Hearen foe me that 
they were made to beai witness to my eternal 
sepaiatioD from one who would have bad me 
desert my father in his blliDg fortunes ! " 

The influence of a woman thus gifted was 
necessarily great at the sober court of the new 
queen ; where, sorely against her will, and solely 
in obedience to her husband, Ijady Keswycke had 
undertaken ihe post of Lady of the Bedchamber. 
Resigning the tranquil seclusion of Keswycke 
Moat for the stir and pageantry of Hampton Court, 
and elbowed in the antechamber of the palace of 
St. James', instead of presiding over the restor- 
ation of the Cressingham estates, Milicent, over 
whom, from her youth upward, the word duty 
possessed a paramount authority, renounced with- 
out repining those simple habits which her coun- 
try breeding rendered second nature. The buoy- 
ancy of her youthful gayety bad long been sub- 
dued into the matron dignity of a wife ; but an 
innocent joyousness of spirit still sparkled in her 
eyes whenever Keswycke's weight in the coun- 
cil, or arguments in the House, or favor with all 
classes of the realm, were commended in her 
hearing. It was the custom of Mary to sit among 
the ladies of her court, engaged in needlework, 
or other eiercises which could be made available 
to benevolent purposes; and among these the 
Lady Ifeswycke was the fiiirest, and most grace- 
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ful, and most favored. Her pradence, her digni- 
fied humility, as well as her enthusiasm in the 
cause sanctioned by a father and a husband, ren- 
dered her an invaluable companion to her maj- 
esty ; and when, sixteen months afterwards, the 
king departed on his Irish expedition, it was in 
the bosom of her friend (her friend — not favor- 
ite) that the daughter of James — the wife of 
William — deposited her tivo-fold sorrow. And 
well indeed could Milicent appreciate their influ- 
ence ; and earnestly did she rejoice that the 
necessity of Keawycke's presence in the council 
prevented him from following the fortunes of his 
royal master. He had been appointed by the 
Icing, with seven other statesmen, to exercise a 
direct influence over the measures of the qneen ; 
and his position, as the husband of her favorite 
friend, having invested him in the royal mind 
with a degree of interest beyond that of the Lords 
Carmarthen and Nottingham, his time was soon 
wholly engrossed by hurried journeys between 
Windsor and Whitehall. 

But the crisis of Milicent's destiny was now at 
hand. One morning, some days afler the arri- 
val of intelligence of the battle of the Boyne, 
Ursula de Cressingham burst, with frantic ges- 
tures and quivering lips, into the cabinet of his 
lady, her sister. 

" Weep with me," cried she ; " weep with me ; 
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— oar&ther'a hoose is dishonored! Frank,— 
OUT cousin Frank — out playmate, — the hand-in- 
hand companion of our childhood — is a prisoner ; 
ay, and likely to perish by an ignominious death 1 " 

" The clemency of the king is well known," 
said Milicenl, coldly ; " nor is it the custom of 
modern warfare to injure an honorable captive." 

" Alas, alas ! " cried Ursula, " can 1, dare 1, tell 
you all, and move you to interfere in his behalf? 
Shall I avow the weakness of my heart 1 Yes ! 
I love him, Milly ; — love him with all the ferror 
of womanly attachment ! While the eyes of oui 
cousin Francis were rireled on you, mine saw 
nothing on this earth besides himself. -Judge, 
therefore, Milicent, my dearest sister, judge of my 
feelings on learning that a great victory has 
blessed our protestanl hosts ; and that the papers 
of the Lord Tirconnell having fallen into the 
hands of the victors, a horrible plot has been dis- 
covered for the assassination of the king's maj- 
esty. Sister, it is rumored that a De Cresaing- 
ham was the enemy to whom was delegated the 
perpetration of the crime ! " 

" Great Heaven ! " exclaimed Milicent, " I 
thank thee that my &ther did not lire to see this 
day." 

"He is innocent! — our cousin is innocent!" 
cried Ursula. 

" Sorely it ia guilt enoo^ to be accessible to 
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the cbai^ of so heinous an enormJly," said Lady 
Keswycke, shuddering with honor. 

" And has your heart no memory?" ejaculated 
Ursula : " do you recollect nothing of your child- 
ish endearments, — your youthful friendships? 
The same blood flows in the breast of Francis 
ihat auimated our father's ; would you see it out* 
poured on a scaffold? — Would you hear the 
name of our forefathers profaned by the common 
voice as that of a traitor and a malefactor ? Your 
influence is great with your lord. Plead with 
him, plead with him, and save our kinsman from 
this disgraceful end." 

" Leave me," said the lady, bestowing a warm 
sisterly embrace upon the trembling Unola; " I 
have need to ponder upon these things." 

Milicent was seated at her tiring mirror when 
her sister burst into her chamber; — and there 
she still sat, — perplexed by that slJr of pulse 
which, however great the influence of female 
prudence or Ghriatisn principle, is apt to woke 
anew on mention of the lover of our youth. 
The recollection of those early days was as a far- 
off vision ; connected with her mother's endear- 
ments, her father's pride in her well-doing; with 
holy memories of the dead, with holy reliance on 
the living. It was strange, she thought, that her 
sister's partiality should have escaped her obser- 
vation. Was it vanity that had blinded hex eyes ? 
7# 
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Had her persuasioD of hei cousin Frank's excla- 
sive devotion to keiself Tendered hei insensible to 
the possibility of hia becoming an object of 
attachment to another? How came it, too, that 
Francis should have oveiloolced the lighter 
and brighter graces of hei young sister, when 
connected with this flattering partiality ? Mili- 
cent was still but five-and-twenty years of age ; 
and in spite of all her prudence, an involuntary 
glance bent itself on her tiring glass for a reply 
to the question ! 

That Francis was really guilty of the offence 
laid to hia charge did not for a moment occupy 
her fears. A Dc Giessingham turn assassin ! — 
No, no, Frank might have subjected himself to 
suspicion — but to become a deliberate murderer! 
Impossible ! She knew him to be deeply pledged 
to the fugitive king — the advocate and upholder 
of his most obnoxious measures ; and he had 
probably been induced into some outrage, where- 
by still deadlier suspicions became attached to his 
designs. 

What was to be done? The court wss at 
Hampton ; and Keswycke had but an hour before 
departed on state business for an audience with 
the queen. Should she despatch an express lo 
him, imploring his intercession ? Alas 1 how 
hard the task to commence a letter to the lofty 
Keswycke with an allusion to her girlish weak- 
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ness, with the numtiTe of a love tatle ! Bnt there 
was no time for deliberation ; and in the midat of 
her perplexities Ursula claimed admittance, and 
placing the Grazette in her hand, pointed out to 
her horror-struck eyes th^ ancient name of their 
house pointed oat ia large capitab to the detesta- 
tion of the kingdom! Yes, all was too true. 
Among the papers leil by King James on his 
precipitate flight from Dublin, was a letter (ad- 
dressed to the queen at St. Germains) detailing a 
plan of assassination, whereby Sir Francis de 
Cressingham had undertaken to cut off his royal 
son-in-law ! 

" This is no business for Keswycke's inter- 
ference," cried Milicent, drawing on her hood. 
" For twenty cousins or twenty worlds I would 
not peril his noble name by entanglement in so 
vile a thing; — but the queen Wes me, — I will 
cry my own influence over her heart. God has 
been merciful to her in sparing the lives of her 
father and husband in this unnatural conflict; let 
her show mercy in return." 

When the Lady Keswycke's coach entered the 
quadrangle of the palace at Hampton, all appeared 
in confusion. Courtiers were thronging in on 
erery side to tender loyal congratulations to 
her majesty, who was still occupied with her 
cabinet council; — but on the announcement of a 
lady of the bedchamber, respectful way was made ; 
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. tod Uilicaot was aUe to take Iier seat nearest 
the door of the aadience chamber, and await aa 
patiently aa she might the coming forth of the 
queen. No one approached her. The name of 
Cressiogham seemed to have communicated some 
felal infection to Lord Keswyclce's wife. The 
courtiers and ladies of the household stood in 
groups afar off, smiling, and aoeering, and admir- 
ing bow soon the rumor of her fainily shame had 
brought the favoriie of the queen to be a waiter 
in antechambers ! 

But Milicent saw them not — heard them not 
— heeded them not! She had drawn her hood 
closer over her iace. Her thoughts 'were far 
away in the dimness of years ; her heart was 
baclc again in the green arbor. Again she 
seemed to see the fiery youth at her feet ; again 
she seemed to shudder and recoil as he denounced 
her father to be a ruined man, and invited her to 
forsake hira in his helplessness. But for that 
spot and that bour, she might now have been 
the wife of a convicted traitor and malebclor ! 
Had she not cause for thankfulness to the Al- 
mighty Being, by whom hei determinadon had 
been inspired ? 

But Milicent's prudence was about to enconn- 
ler a new ordeal. On entering the presence, to 
which she was now hastily summoned, she dis- 
covered that she bad to confront not only the 
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■mrcluiig gaze of W royal mistross, but the won- 
dering looks of her husband, and the somewhat 
supercilious smile of Bishop Burnet) who stood at 
the queen's light hand. Milicent's footsteps 
trembled foi the first time on approaching an 
earthly throne; but after kissing the hand gra- 
ciously extended towards her, she unhesitatingly 
kneeled down, and implored in simple tenns the 
queen's clemency for her cousin, Sir Francis de 
Cressingham. 

Never before had Lady Eeswycke perceived 
the angry blood rise to the brow of her royal 
patroness ! Mary, who resented not this bold 
ai^Ucation as a queen, but as a wife, hastily 
demanded, while her eyes sparkled with anger, 
whether the Lady Keswycke, in hazarding so 
audacious a supplication, could be aware of the 
crime of which that person stood accused ? 

Milicent clasped her hands, but said not a word 
in reply. 

" Let me hear no more of this," said her maj- 
esty, seating herself beside the council Cable with 
an ail of dignity she was rarely seen to assume, 
" or I Tnay he tempted to inquire to what ttrange 
influeTtce aoer the wife of Lord KeKoyeke, the 
traitor Cressingham is indebted for this eager *»- 
ter cession ! " 

Even this harsh taunt did not divert the lady 
from her purpose. 
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" Sufier roe, roadom, to foreBt&ll the questSoD," 
nid she, Btriring to aasume a composed .demeanor : 
— und without rising from her kneeUng position, 
and regardless of the Stem gaze fixed by Kes- 
wycke and the queen upon her fece, she pro- 
rccJed to lelate all;— her cousin's hereditary 
derotion to the house of Stuart, — his intemper- 
ance of spirit, — his betrothment to herself, — his 
interest in the he^rt of her only slater. 

Mary bent a significant look towards Lord Kes- 
wycke, who was risibly ofiected by the narration. 
" Rise ! " said he, raising Milicent from her knees 
with an air of inexpressible dignity; " rise, my 
beloTed wife, nor humble yonrself further for this 
thing. Your Idasroan is beyond reach of the 
mercy or the vengeance of kings. A price was 
set upon his head ; and being overtaken, Francis 
de Cressingham perished in the ignoble scuffle of 
capture. See, madam," said he, replying with 
proud consciousness to the glance of the queen, 
" my Milicent blenches not ! Your majesty will 
now graciously admit that hei petition arose not 
from any unworthy predilection. Blessed is the 
husband whose heart, in spite of insinuation — in 
spite of prejudice — in spite of every sinister ap- 
pearance — is anchored in the unswerving pru- 
dence of a vinuous wife !" 

It was a proud moment for Lady Keswycke. 
Mary, generously retracting her momentary 
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miatruat, caused the doois of the preseiice chain* 
ber to be thrown open, and walked forth into the 
gallery betwixt herself and her lord. 

"For once, my lord, the text is at fault!" 
whispered the queen to Bishop Burnet, as she 
saw her two friends depart together in undimin- 
ished love and confidence: — "The children of 
this world are not alioays wiser in their genera- 
tion than the children of light!" 
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Tkk summer son looks laughing throngli the 

bough 
Thick with the clustering leaves; a thousand 

flowers 
Lift up their bright eyes to the forming wind; 
Songs are upon the air — a general song. 
Many in one — the linnet and the trush 
Join with the blackbird in sweet unison. 
All places are now fair, but far most fair 
la a lone garden by the river's side — 
A garden of the ancient times, adorned 
With quaint devices ; branches cut in shapes 
Of courtly lashion ; and with terraces 
Where foreign plants are ranged, and greenhouse 

flowers. 
The white camelia in soft iroiy carved — 
The cactus, like a shining serpent, wreathed 
With a red crown of rubies — orange trees 
With small gold fruits, and buda that are lik« 

On such a terrace stands the maiden here : 
So &iT a &ce must love and be beloved 
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By sammer flowers ; each has so much of each 
In eithoT's nature. She is standing now 
With eyes downcast and blue ; the violet hides 
So its deep colors and its dew from noon. 
The rose is on her cheek ; an unquiet bloom 
That comes and goes, then settles down at last 
In one rich flash of pleasure. What a smile! 
A heartfelt, conscious smile, scarce parts the lips 
That seem as if they sighed ; the deep-drawn 

sigh 
Of anxious happiness, which builds on hope. 
A scroll is in her hand ; it bears the words 
Of one who loves her — dear as his own life. 
What will her answer be ? A downcast eye, 
A blush, a smile — what can their answer be ? 
Yes — only " Yes!" 
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" I Au angry and out of patience," I exclaimed 
— verifying my words, I am afnid, by voice and 
manner— " at hearing aucb idle stories, ^thout a 
word of tnilh from beginning to end." 

" Then," replied one of the chatters, whose in- 
ventive faculty or industry in repeating gossip 
had vexed me so much, « then, if it were not his 
bad temper or unkindness, or hei baring formed 
another attachment while he was in India, what 
was it that two months after their marriage drove 
her " 

" Yes," interrupted another, " you were at the 
wedding, and were so intimate with ihem, you 
must know all about it Do lell." 

And I resolved I would tell, so far as it is pos- 
sible to describe a tragedy, the elements of which 
rest in emotions, rather than in action. 

It is true that I was at the marriage of Adelaide 
Bromley, and, in fact, spent tbe week preceding 
thai event witb her ; but, if I were to speak of 
the shadow which seemed fitfully — from time to 
time — to fall around us during that period, I 
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shoald be lauded at for SQpeTatitioa. All was 
snoBhuie to the understandiQg ; but, though we 
only felt the shadow as something subtle and 
indefinite, incomprehensible and veza^ous, there 
was a reality which cast it. For my own part, 
I look with awe and lererence, not with scom, 
upon those mysterious forebodings of coming 
events which seem to bring us into communion 
with some Invisible Presence. The grandest 
truths of humanity are those we feel intuitively, 
and which reason is too weak to teach or to fol- 
low. 

Adelaide was not strictly beautiful ; yet those 
who had known her the longest admired her the 
most. Her fece had the power of most varied 
expressioD, with a permanent mingling of good- 
ness and a touch of thoughtful sadness that went 
to the heart Where sufiering has once impressed 
lis signet, the seal remains even through long 
years of joy and gladness. She was the only 
child of a wealthy merchanl ; a roan whose mind 
had been narrowed down to one thought, the mere 
accumulation of gold. A task, which, if an end, 
and not a means for nobler endeavor, cannot be a 
whit more dignified than that of the rag and bone 
gatherer of the streets. He had been " a brute 
of a husband" to the meekest and gentlest of 
wives, a harsh master in his household, and a 
tyrant to his child, who, after all, was the only 
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ctMtDTe in the world thai he rmlly raguded with 
aaything approaching human affection. Not 
that it was other than a selfish feeling ; he liked 
to have her about him, and he made her perfoim 
pretty nearly the double duties of ralet and pri- 
vate secretary. And she was so amiable she 
mndd leam to lie his cravat juat in the parUcnlar 
bow he desired; and she stiSened and cramped 
her legible and lady-like handwriting because he 
complained that her "g" and "y" were alike, 
and her " n " and " n " indistingunhable. 

tn a dull, monotoDoua life, with her warm, lus- 
ceptible heart and brilliant imagination feeding 
upon themselves, paaied those few early years 
of womanhood which are commonly looked upon 
as the brightest, and are so oAen the aaddest, of 
existence. Sad they surely must be when char- 
acter and circumstance ore at war, and the spirit 
is bowed by the shackles it has not power or 
even the wiU to rend. Adelaide was two-and- 
twenty before the epoch of her life arrived — before 
ahe met Laurence Dorton. Admirably suited to 
each other in mind and disposition, in age and 
in station, a warm attachment sprung up between 
them, which, though bom of that mysterious 
affinity which marked them for each other, was 
love at first sight, was yet a love that took some 
months fully to ripen. There was no rational or 
prudential objection to the marriage; but the 
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tyrant father, onwilling to part with one so neces- 
sary to his comfort as Adelaide had become, 
insisted, as the condition of his consent, that 
Laurence should spend five years in Calcutta, 
there to conduct the mercantile affairs of iho 
hoase in which he was a partner. Of course, 
the plea was, that such a sacrifice could alone 
swell his fortune to the amount Mr. Bromley con- 
sidered it necessary for him to possess ; but Lau- 
rence Docion had already wealth, and more than 
wealth enough to supply every want of himself 
and his chosen one, without relying' on a guinea 
from her avaricious father. In reality, the heart- 
less old man as deliberately inflicted the misery 
of exile and separation on Laurence and Adelaide 
for his own gratification and convenience, as ever 
the rack or the horrors of the torture -chamber 
were, in the olden time, called into requisition at 
the bidding of unscrupulous power. 

Strong in the energies and hopes of youth — 
stronger yet in their perfect faith in each other, 
they parted ; and, if it were a virtue for them so 
to submit, well was it they knew not the full bi(- 
lerness of the ordeal to which they had con- 
demned themselves; else might the temptation 
to a difl«rent path have proved too strong for 
them. Keenly as Laurence felt the separation, 
his regrets, afler the first agony of parting was 
over, were naturally less intense than those of 
8* 
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Adelaide ; not that I would cite an example that 
should throw a feather's weight into the scale of 
that orthodox opinion which novel writers and 
lomancists have gone far lo create. Laurence 
DortOQ loved as deeply and devotedly aa the gen- 
tle girl to whom he was hetrothed ; and his crav- 
ings for domestic happiness were aa strong as 
loving woman ever felt. But he went forth to 
new scenes, and to the active duties of a busy 
life; — her trial was the harder and more womanly 
one of endurance. Not only did she realize the 
poet'a truthful lines: — 



" 'T U not the km of loTe's 

'Tis not Ae doubting vb*l thou srti 

Bot 'lis Ihe long — loo lonf — endunuiM 

Of abKDce, which afflicts the heart t "— 

but she was denied all the solace which a happy 
home and parental afiection might have afibrded 
her. Within the first year after Laurence Dor- 
ton's departure, she lost her mother — a loss 
whichwas the first great grief of her life; and now 
she was thrown almost entirely on the companion- 
ship of her morose and tyrannical father, who 
seemed, as years passed over him, to grow more 
stem and harsher still. Indeed, sotne people 
said that the tyranny he exercised, and the strange 
caprices in which he indulged, could only be ex- 
cused on the plea of insanity ; and many there 
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u« who iu>u positively affirm that he was mad. 
It is a charitable coaclusiott at any rate ; yet, if 
it were so, how many maniacs there must be who 
walk through the world free as he waa to deal 
misery aromid them ! 

However, the daily, hourly, trials of Adelaide, 
whatever they might be, were ended a few months ' 
before the expiration of the five years' absence of 
Laurence Dorton. Mr. Bromley was found dead 
in his bed one morning, from the rupture of a 
blood-vessel in the head, it was said. He died 
without a will, and his only child, Adelaide, found 
herself the mistress of above fifty thousand 
pounds. With all his harshness, she mourned 
his death sincerely; for hers was that clinging, 
afiectionate nature, that she must have loved him 
in some sort, if not with the dear tenderness 
which the holy tie of parent and child demands. 

One of her first steps was to send for a distant 
relation to reside with her — a lively old lady, 
who seemed to infuse a new life through that 
sombre household. Then, as if Adelaide's loving 
heart had only just discovered its wide capacity 
for afiection, she gathered round her tlie children 
of ber friends, attaching them to her by a thou- 
sand kindnesses and indulgences. Even pets, 
creatures four-footed and feathered, who would 
certainly have been stranded or shot in her 
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Ikthei's lifetiine, had crept into the houae one by 
one, and found moat comfortable quarters. 

Directly Laurence Donon heard of Mr. Brom- 
ley's death, he made amngemeDts lo reiom 
home ; and these were so speedily completed that, 
travelling by the overland route, he was in Eng- 
land before any tidiogs of his intention could pos- 
sibly reach his friends. Adelaide's heart had 
doubtless told her thus would he do ; though 
when she hesrd ihttt he was Id the house, she 
put her hands upon her side as if lo stilt the 
pulse that beat so wildly there. It was not sur- 
prise which thus aifected her, but that mingling 
of emotions, which, though they centre in happi- 
ness, amount in their inteosity almost i.i agony. 

A meeting like theirs is a thing too sacred for 
description. What though both bore the traces of 
care and anxiety, and one of the ravages of a tri^i- 
cal climate, their mutual sufierings but drew them 
more near to each other. Youth and beauty had 
nothing to do with iheir heart afiection. Aod yet 
it was surprising how in a few weeks Adelaide 
seemed to recover her youthful freshness, and 
Dorton to regain a tinge of health in his sallow 
cheeks. The bracing air of our dear, much- 
abused climate no doubt promoted (he latter 
change, but both basked in a sun of happiness 
which was not without its visible efiect. There 
was no reason the marriage should be delayed, 
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and accordingly preparations were made for iu 
celelvatioD. That important feminine afbii, the 
troutteau, was selected with infinite taste, it being 
arranged that Adelaide should not throw ofi' her 
monnung until the wedding. And the settle- 
mmts were drawn nut, Dorton insiating that the 
whole of her properly ahould be secured to her- 
self. I was to be her bridesmaid, and, as I hare 
said before, I spent the preceding week at her 
house. Again I must &il in deacribing the 
shadow to which I hare already alluded. I can 
but relate one or two occasions on which we felt 
it npon us. 

One day Dorton had been describing a scene 
ol raonmiul interest, which bx^ place just before 
he left Calcutta, in wldch his lifejiad been jeo[y 
ardized hj a lunatic, and 1 remetJtL^T he said, " I 
shall neTer forget hia eye ; there is a look, an 
eitpression, which belongs to insanity, that once 
recognized, ia never afterwards to be mistaken." 

Adelaide burst into tears, — a fretful, childish 
flood of tears, — at this recital, and though he and 
all who were present could understand that she 
might be affected at hearing of so narrow an 
escape from a madman's knife as he had had, her 
emotion seemed in some sort out of cbaracler, 
dispioportioned to the cause. There was another 
day at dinner-time — but of this presently. 

Dorton had persuaded Adelaide to sit for her 
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portrait to & rising and now Tery eminent yonng 
artist, and the picture came home the day before 
that appointed for the wedding. Adelaide was 
changing her riding^ress, and Laurence and I 
chanced to be in the drawing-room alone, when 
the artist was announced, for he had brongfat 
home the portrait himself, to superintend the 
haoging in a pn^r light. There was the due 
amount of trials and consideration common on 
Bach occasions, and there were the slight differ- 
ences of opinion which generally prerail; bat ' 
finally the spot was chosen, and mutually agreed 
Dpon as the best. 

It was — is, for I am sure it exists, though I 
know not where — a beautiful picture. The ei-- 
pressive mouth, and the rich chestnut hair, and 
the graceful figure, were all depicted with life- 
like fidelity ; and the artist had judiciously chosen 
the moat simple style of dress, thus aToiding the 
possibility of his work ever appearing what ml- 
gar portraits do become — the " fashion-figure" of 
some bygone mode. 

"Abeautifut picture — an excellent likeness," 
I exclaimed, in all sincerity. 

" Yes, very like," said Laurence Dorton, but 
his voice had so strange a tone that I could 
not help turning my eyes from the portrait to 
him. " But is there not something," he centin- 
ned, addressing the painter, " something — a little 
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difierent — nther strange — abcnit the npper port 
id the bee — an expression not belonging to the 
original ? " and as he spoke hia Ups quivered with 
mppressed emotion. 

" It is there, air," said the painter, in a tone of 
evident mortification, " that I thought I had been 
the most successful. 1 flattered myself 1 had 
caught the precise expression ; a fleeting one, I 
know, but still sufficiently frequent to be true and 
characterbtic." 

I could not but remark that Dorton grew un- - 
usually gtave and thoughtful, and when Adelaide 
entered the room there was a rigid scrutiny insti- 
tuted of herself and the picture. After this he 
regained his cheerfulness, but seemed less satis- 
fied with the picture than any one else. At din- 
ner, by a strange freak — and caprice was rxA 
common with Adelaide — she insisted upon seat- 
ing herself between two Utile girls who were still 
her guests, instead of taking her customary place 
next Dorton. Again we fell the shadow of some- 
thing strange upon us, though Laurence took hei 
playful desertion in excellent pan, and seated 
himself opposite to her. The beginning of the 
meal went off cheerfully enough, though Adelaide 
devoted her chief attention to her juvenile friends; 
but when Laurence raised his glass to take wine 
with her, their eyea met, though I for a second 
caught the glance. It was a look I had sorae- 
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timM, bat not o&en, obeerrvd before — ihe lode 
of the picture ! The gina fell from tbe hand of 
poor lenience Dorton, and was shiveTed on tha 
floor: and the strong man leaned back in bis 
chair with a countenaoce of ashy paleness. 

What an evening that was of dim, indescrib- 
able forobodings! No one could tell what ailed 
Dorton, least of all dear Adelaide, who, now com- 
pletely her serious, gentle, affectionate self, min- 
istered to him with alt the deep tenderness of her 
nature. Two or three times he nearly fainted, 
and was rolieved at last by a passionate flood of 
tears. Man's tears! surely they are the very 
lava streams of the burning heart, dreadful to 
witness ! When he was a little composed, I 
remember he drew her towards him, and, as be 
kissed her forehead, niunnurod, "My poor* girl, 
there is time yet — I know there is ; and I will 
make you so happy." 

It was altogether a dreadful evening, with a 
heavy and yet incomprehensible grief banging 
abont all our hearts; and long afler midnight, 
when the house was otherwise silent, the listener 
might detect the measured step of Laurence Dor- 
ton, as he paced his chamber. The morning 
came, a bright spring -morning, and it seemed as 
if the night had really dispelled the shadows of 
the day before. Adelaide looked almost beauti- 
ful in ber bridal dress, and Dorton proud and 
happy, as he gazed upon her. 
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" I thinlLl was oppressed nilh a honible dieam 
yesterday," he ezdaimed, in answer lo the no- 
merous inquiries which were made after his 
health r " a few hours of sleep have made me 
well again. But, darling," he continued, whis- 
pering to Adelaide, as I afierwards learned, 
I' there is one alteration I hare had made in the 
marriage settlements this morning. I have pro- 
vided for my death, you Imow, and it is right, 
dearest, to provide against yours. Should you 
die without children, and without a will, yout 
property will revert to your father's family." 

" Then I ought to make ray will to-day, Lau- 
rence," she replied with gravity, "and leave it all 
to you, except a few legacies. My relationfl are 
rich, and want it not. Why cannot I make the 
will at once ? " 

" Nonsense, nonsense ! no will-making at 
present," he exclaimed ; and continued with a 
smile, " perhaps you may change your mind, 
by and by, as to the disposal of your money." 

The wedding proceeded much as weddings 
generally do. There were the "old friends" 
present, and the dainty presents to those who 
wanted nothing ; the usual amount of feathers 
and lace, wedding cake and white favors ; the 
d^efiner and the travelling carriage. 

Six weck$ afterwards, long before the pleasant 
tour which they had planned was completed, they 
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returned unexpectedly to London. No companj 
waa received ; scarcely any one saw Mrs. Dor- 
ton ; but the carriages of two or three phyaiciana 
were beqnently at the door ; and when by any 
chance her husband was vuible, he appeared the 
most sonow-Btricken of men. By and by the 
servants began to talk in sorrow rather than liom 
idle gossip, for Adelaide was beloved by all who 
knew her ; and then dear friends were sent fori 
and the dreadful truth was confessed. Poor 
Adelaide was insane ! incurably so, the most 
experienced physicians declared. 

What an affection that was of Laurence Dor- 
ton! Well, it was something to have been ao 
loved, even for one short hour of unclouded rea- 
son, much less for long years, as she had been. 
He would not listen to any suggestion for her 
removal, but every arrangement of their splendid 
home was made subservient to the comfort of the 
sufferer. A physician took up his residence in 
the house, and when travelling was recommended, 
travelled with them. Amid such deep woe, it 
was some comfort that poor Adelaide herself did 
not appear unhappy. Her hallucinations were all 
of a cheerful kind ; projects of wide>extended 
philanthropy, which her fortune was permitted 
to gratify ; or, at the worst, harmless fancies. 
But the restless insanity wore out the frail body, 
and in a few months it waa evident that she ^aa 
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Binldng. She died in the anns of her dpting 
husband, who clung with a sort of delirious fond- 
ness to the soaUeis wreck of her he had loved so 
weU. 

Oh, how subtle beyond all human tracing, is 
the approach of (he Dark Terror — Insanity ! 
which comes to humble the pride of intellect, 
and not unfreqaently to limit human happiness. 
Surely there is something wrong, some balance 
lost, that this dreadful rampire should find so 
many victims. But oh ! beyond all lessons 
dionld ita frequent presence teach us to be gentle 
and kind to gentle and loving spirits, for theirs 
are of that fine quality whose chords may jar the 
soonest. It is a dreadful thought, but I believe 
there are thousands who walk through the world 
but little regarded, too good to have a thought 
of mischief which would draw attention to them, ' 
but whose minds have been permanently broken 
by keen affliction — "hope deferred, which tnak* 
eth the heart sick," or long and wearying anx- 

Laurence Donon is travelling in the south of 
Europe, endeavoring to take an interest in scenes 
of classic antiquity, and wisely wrestling with his 
grief instead of yielding to it. He has been a 
generons friend to the artist, whose painting, 
associated though it be with agonizing recollec* 
tioDB, was surely one of the Kevealinga of Genius ! 



iizodb, Google 



Wk meet at moming, while the laughing li|^t 
Of youth is o'er us ; e'en from life's alloy 
BnediDg, perforce, like rock-bom flowers, a 
joy: 

BlaldDg its dew of teara than mirth more bri|^t 

Anon we part ; but ere the gathering night 
Of yean, if in the vale again we meet, 
Shall we unsmilingly each other greet, 

Whoee hearts in natural tendemesa aie di|^t ? 

For me, though silver age sit on my biow, 
He shall rise up to hear in after time 

Thy well-Temembered voice in music flow. 
As now it blendeth with the breezy prime ; 

Dim twilight as the pnrpW east shall ^ow, 
And cvirfew sad like pleasant matins chime. 
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EmLT F. nras the daughter of a lady who, since 
her widowhood, had Been much adversity. Mrs. 
F. was of good famUy, and her deceased hus* 
band had been highly respected and eminent in 
his profeasioQ. Many of their children hod fallen 
Tictims to consumption, and there now only 
remained three' of a once numerous family: 
Emily, Charles wai Edward were iheir names. 
They were all remarkable for personal beauty ; 
Emily's was of the most feminine and delicate 
character. Her hair was of a light and glossy 
brown, and peculiarly abundant ; her eyes deep 
blue, her cheeks faintly tinted with pink, but her 
lips were of the brightest hue. Such were her 
charms: and the portrait of her, which was 
painted when she was on the eve of marriage 
with one to whom she was most fondly attached, 
conveys but an inadequate idea of their perfection. 
Albert was but three years her senior, and was in 
every respect a suitable match for her. His 
parents already loved her as their ovm child, and 
all who knew them began to think that for onre 
9* 
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the conrse of mi« lore must run smooth. The 
wedding day was fixed, and Emiljr took a natural 
and innocent delight in looking at the bridal 
apparel, and aimple but elegant accessories to a 
female toilet, which were gifU from her present 
and future relatives. Albert waa not wealthy, 
and consequently diamonds, pearls, and ruUes, 
India shawb and costly robes were not there: 
nor did the happy girl for one moment regret 
their absence ; and her lover, when he saw her 
glossy ringlets and fair and polished brow, 
thought plumes and a tiara woold almost mar 
their beauty. 

Eagerly did Emily garc from her chamber 
window at the hoar when Albert usnally arrived, 
and gladly did she hail him when he came. Bright 
visions of years of bliss floated before them both, 
and they were never weary of painting their future 
home. Alas! their hopes were doomed to be 
unfulfilled. Albert was seized with sudden ill- 
ness. Medical aid, and the attentions of fond 
relatives and of an adoring girl were unavailing; 
and, on the day previous to that which should 
hsve shone on her nuptials, Emily had to deplore 
the death of her lover. 

1 need not try lo paint the anguish of her feel- 
ings. Vainly should I waste words lo describe 
that which all can well imagine. Yet Emily 
sorrowed not as "one without hope;" she had 
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the blessed convicEion that her Albert's viitues 
had secured to him ao eternal abode in those 
happy regions where there is no parting, where 
tears cease to flow, and where hearts ache not. 
Time soothed the violence of her sorrow, but she 
felt no less than al the first, how totally irrepara- 
We was her loss. She spoke not of her departed 
Albert, but her thoughts were ever with Mm. 

It was about two years after the death of her 
lover that Emily became acquainted with Lord L. 
He was a young man of prepossessing manners 
and appearance, and possessed of a large for- 
tane. His heart was soon bestowed on the gen- 
tle and lovely girl, and he paid her many kind 
and unobtrusive attentions. Lord L. was totally 
unacquainted with Emily's previous engagement, 
and attributed to the alteration in her fortune that 
depressiori which arose from disappointed aflec- 
tion. Emily believed that he was acquainted 
with her sad story, and was grateful for his deli- 
cate and silent regard ; but she knew not the 
nature or depth of bis feehngs. She was there- 
fore much surprised, and really grieved, when he 
one day avowed his love, and besought her to be- 
come his bride. She burst into tears, and for some 
moments was unable to speak. At length she was 
about to reply, but a visitor was announced, and 
ere she had time to say more than " I will write to 
you," a giddy, fashionable acquaintance entered 
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the room, who exhibited no iateation of a speedy 
departure. Consequently, in a brief time Lord 
L. took his leave, wearied by the frivolity, which 
would at any period have annoyed him, bnt 
which now very quickly exhausted bis patience. 

It was nearly an hour ere Emily bade adieu to 
the intruder ; she then flew to her mother, whtnn 
slight Indisposition had confined to her apartment. 
On naming to her the proposal she had i«ceived, 
Mrs. F. exclaimed, " How fortunate, how delight- 
iiil!" 

"Delightful!" echoed her daughter; "my 
dearest mother, I do not understand these expies- 

" Why, what parent would not rejoice at her 
daughter having engaged the aSections of so 
amiable, agreeable, and in every way charming a 
young man as Lord L. ? " 

" Nay, you should pity him," said £mily, 
" since I believe him sincere in bis professions of 
regard, and he will consequently feel much dis- 
appointment when 1 shall tell him how utterly 
impossible it is that I should ever marry." 

" And why, Emily, should you never marry ?" 

" Dear mother, can you ask that question ? — 
can you believe me so mean as to wed for wealth 
and rank 1 " 

" Yoa dislike Lord L., then?" said Mrs. P. 

" Oh ! no ; I think him an amiable and agreea- 
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ble yooDg man, with much good sense, and high 
and hoDorable feeling. I haTe never met with 
one whom I would more gladly hail as the hus- 
band of my sister, had 1 one ; but, dearest mother, 
I can never love again ; my heart lies in the tomb 
of Albert." 

Tears flowed abundantly as she concluded, and 
for some lime they were both silent. At length 
Mrs. F. resumed : 

" I have, I believe, Emily, always been a kind 
and tender parent to you." 

" Yoa have, you have, indeed!" interrupted 
her daughter. 

" And I have never been unreasonable or un- 
just. Emily, were Albert living, I would not 
urge you to marry another, though a reigning 
sovereign should ask you for his bride. But, he 
is gone, and since Lord L. is not personally dis- 
agreeable to you — since you know and appre- 
ciate his many amiable and estimable qualities, I 
beseech you not to refuse the happy and brilliant 
position which is now ofiered to you. I am 
aware that a young and ardent girl imagines that 
it is necessary to be vialeTtlly in hte when she 
marries. You say you can never be so more; 
but trust me, my dear child, respect, esteem, and 
regard, will make you as happy as, or even per- 
haps happier than, love could do." 

Did Mrs. F. believe her own words I I doubt 
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it; at any rate she &i)ed to convince her daDgh- 
ler. But I will not detail the many conversations 
which took place between the ladies ; suffice it to 
say, Emily agreed that her mother should see 
Lord L. the following day and explain to him her 

When her eldest son returned that erening, 
Mrs. F. was closeted with him for some time. He 
told her he was sure Lord L. was in total igno- 
rance of Albert ever having existed ; and strongly 
urged her not to mention to his lordship the cir- 
cumstances of his sister's attachment. - 

" Of course," added he, " Emily feels at first a 
little dislike to form a new engagement It is 
natural, smce it recalls more vividly the memory 
o>f poor Albert. He was a fine, noble fellow, and 
any girl might have liked him ; Sut L. is also, an 
excellent young man; he is besides handsome 
and rich, and Emily will soon insensibly become 
attached to him. I would let her imagine he 
knew all her former history, whilst, in fact, I 
would tell him she was not prepared to give a 
decided answer at present, and keep him in a 
little suspense, at the same time giving great 
hopes (which I think you reasonably may) of a 
final satisfactory reply." 

Mrs. F, highly approved of her son's scheme, 
and acted accordingly. Some months afterwards, 
Lord L.| who had continued hia viiili, again be- 
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sought Miss F. to become his wife. His letter 
was a nre specimeo of udent affectioii and good 
sense. Had it by any accident fallen into the 
hands of an nniuteiested stranger, it would, unlike 
the generality of love letters, have failed to excite 
a smile of derision. This epbtle had its due 
effect with Emily ; and her relatives so strongly 
urged hei, that she at length gave her consent. 
She now strove as much as possible to banish all 
remembrance of other days. Lord L. was fond 
of the splendor which became his wealth aad 
rank, yet his taste was not gaudy. His house in 
town was furnished with elegance and beauty, 
but simplicity. The jewels with which be pre- 
sented his laide were equally neat and cosily. 
Her boudoir was a little paradise. The choic- 
est works of English and foreign authors, in 
the most elegant bindings, adorned the bnxik- 
shelves ; beautiful plants, among which, Emily's 
favorite, the moss rose, was conspicuous, shed a 
delicious odor around. The chimney-piece was 
supported on either side by Cupid and Psyche, 
two beautiful marble figures from the chisel of the 
younger Wesimacott. A magnificent Toumay 
carpet covered the floor; a few exquisite pictures 
of the ancient school, and one by a modern artist, 
but beautifully finished, hung upon the walls. 
The last was a portrait of Lord L. All that 
afiection cowd imagine, art invent, and wealth 
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puichue, was united to 'adorn the boudoii of llw 
fail Emily. 

At length, the 12th of May, the day so anx- 
iously anticipated by Lord L., arrived. His siitera 
were lo be ihe bride's maida, and aa they assisted 
to adorn the gentle Emily for the nuptial cere- 
mony, they formed a lovely group. Fanny was 
just arranging the fall of the bridal veil, when 
Bertha, gazing from the wiudow, exclaimed, 
" Here comes Edgar ! naughty boy, why this ia 
quite contrary to all etiquette; the bride and 
bridegroom should meet for the first time on theil 
wedding day, at the altar. Look, Emily, how 
beautiful the new carriage looks, and what aplen' 
did bay horsea." 

Emily could only faintly amile, and echo the 
word " beautiful." 

" See ! the carriage drives away again ; Edgar 
has left a parcel," continued Bertha, and she ran 
out of the room to meet the servant who brought 
it. A little note contained these words : — 

" 1 send my beloved Emily some of our family 
jewels. The pearls, love, are less delicately lair 
than thou, and cannot add to thy beauty, yet 
wear then) for the aake of thine adoring 

"L." 

The bride's maids eagerly opened the caae, but 
started back with afirighted looka and exdama- 
(iona of horror. Emily bent forwatf to discover 
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the cause of their alarm, and beheld a tet of jet 
omamentt. She was not superstitious , yet who 
can wonder that the color forsook her cheeks, 
and a sick, feint feeling came over her? She 
■troTe to conquer it, however, and succeeded. 

The time had arrived for the party to assemble 
at the chuich. Lord L. met his bride at the door 
of the sacred edifice, and perceiving her neck and 
anns were unadorned, " Why," said he, " did not 
my Emily wear my bridal gift ? surely the orna- 
ments were meet to adorn her on her nuptial 
day." 

The brow of the gentle maiden, which had the 
previous moment worn a smile of chastened sad- 
ness, became overcast. The sad recollection of 
Albert obtruded on her heart, and she muttered to 
herself, " Yes ! funereal emblems are meet for her 
vAose heart is in the grave." 

But L. heard her not, for his sisters were chid- 
ingly telling him of the strange and disagreeable 
mistake he had made in sending a mourning suit 
instead of one of orient pearls. He naturally felt 
considerable annoyance ; but at this moment they 
were called to tb^ altar, and in a few minutes 
the vows were pronounced which bound him for 
life to the object of his ardent affection. 

Congratulations passed round. I need not 
pause to describe the dejeuni, nor the company. 
Emily changed her bridal attire for a more oaual 
10 
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style of dress; and the next day's paper an- 
nonneed that " the happy pair left town, in a 
travelliag chariot and four, for L. Hall, the Imide- 
groom's splendid seat in Herts." 

Nothing could exceed the kindness and devoted 
attention shown by Lord L. to his beautiful 
Emily ; and she felt the deepest gratitude towards 
him, but ehe could not reciprocale his passion. 
The idea ihat she had broken her vows to Albert 
haunted her; and her health and spirits declined 
daily. At the end of a fortnight they returned to 
town. Mrs. F. assisted Lord L. to nurse the 
gentle padent, and his^ fair sisters strove to amuse 
her mind, but in rain. To ihem, as well as their 
brother, the cause of her too evident grief was a 
mystery. 

On ihe 13th of June, many of (hose who that 
day month bad assisted at the wedding, were 
again assembled in the same church. The same 
minister officiated ; but now, as he opened the 
book," his hand trembled, and tears rendered his 
voice scarcely audible as he read the burial ser- 
vice ! The remains of the fair and gentle Emily 
were committed to the earth. And her fond hus- 
band, knew he what had slain her? Yea; she 
left these lines for him : — 

"I have striven, bm In vain, dear Edgar, to 
bear np against my grief. The effort was beyond 
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my nrength. Forg«t me, and se«k in a union 
with another that bliss which there was but little 
hope of your finding with her whoae heart has 
long been in the tomb. Forgive me, dear, kind 
Edgar. Indeed, indeed, I strove to be happy, 
and it was not your fault I was Dot so. You 
knew how I had loved Albert. I never could 
speak to you on the subject, but my mother told 
me all you said. Heaven bless you, and assist 
you in a second and more fortunate choice. 

" Emu.t." 

" And / have killed her," said he, when he 
had perused the scroll. " Had she remained 
faithful to her first vows, she might have lived 
for years." 

*' Dear Edgar," urged his sisters, " you knew 
not ef her previous attachment. On her mother 
and brothers rests the blame." 

Edgar mournfully shook his head and left the 

" Poor, dear brother," said Fanny, " he deserveJ 
a happier fate." 

More than a year after, Lord L. and his sisters 
were met by some English travellers at Nice. 
He was there for the restoration of his health, 
and hoping to find in change of scene a balm to 
soothe hla grie&. 
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A TILLAGE STORT. 



Thb pretty square farm-houae, standing at the 
comei where Kibes Lane crosses the brook, or 
the brook crosses Kibes Lane, (for ihe first phrase, 
although giving by for the closest picture of tbe 
place, does, it must be confessed, look rather 
Irish,) and where the aforesaid brook winds away 
by the side of another lane, unlil it spreads into 
a riTei>like dignity, as it meanders through the 
sunny plain of Hartley Gtmimoa, and finally dis- 
appears amidst the green recesses of Perge Wood 
— that pretty square farm-house, half hidden by 
ihe tall elms in the flower court before it, which, 
wiA the spacious garden and orchard behind, and 
the extensiTe barn, yards, and ouibuildings, so 
completely occupies one of the angles formed by 
the crossing of the land and the su^am, — that 
pretty farm-house contains one of the happiest 
and most prosperous families in Aberleigh, the 
large and thriving family of Farmer Evans. 

Whether from skill, or from good fortune, or, 
as is most probable, iirom a lucky mixture of both 
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ererything ^oes ri^ht in his great fann. His 
cropa are the best in the palish ; his hay is never 
spoiled ; hia cattle never die ; his servants never 
thieve; his children are never lU. He buys 
cheap and sella dear ; money gathers about him 
like a snoW'ball ; and yet, in spite of all this pro- 
voking and intolerable prosperity, everybody loves 
Farmer Evans. He is so hospitable, so good- 
natured, so generous, so homely! There, after 
all, lies the charm. Riches have not only not 
tpoUl the man, but they have not altered him. 
He is just the same in look, and word, and way, 
that he was thirty years ago, when he and his 
wife, with two sorry horses, one cow, and three 
pigs, began the world at Dean-Gate, a little bar- 
gftin of twenty acres, two miles off: — aye, and 
his wife is the same woman! — the same frugal, 
tidy, industrious, good-natured Mrs. Evans, jio 
noted for her activity of tongue and limb, her 
good looks, and her plain dressing: as frugal, as 
good-natured, as active, and as plain-dreSaJUg 
Mrs. Evans at forty-five as she was at nineteen, 
and, in a different way, almost as good-looking. 

Their children — six " boys," as Farmer Evans 
promiscuously calls them, whose agea vary from 
eight to eight-and-twenty — and three girls, two 
grown up, and one the youngest of the family, — 
are just what might be expected from parents so 
simple and so good. The young men, intelligent 
10* 
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and well-conducted ; the boys docile and promis- 
ing; find the litlte girl as pretty b curly-headed, 
TOsy<cheeked poppet, aa ever was the pet and 
plaything of a large faniily. It is, however, with 
the eldest daughters that we have to do. 

Jane and Patty Evans were as much alike as 
hath often befallen any two sisters not bom at ona 
time : — for, in the matter of twin children, there 
has been a series of puzzles ever since the deya 
of Dromios. Nearly of an age, (I believe that at 
this moment both are turned of nineteen, and 
neither has reached twenty,) exactly of a stature, 
(so high that Frederick would have coveted them 
for wives for his tall regiment,) with hazel eyes. 
Urge mouths, full lips, white teeth, brown hair. 
clear, healthy complexions, and that sort of nhe 
which is neither Grecian, nor Boman, nor aqui- 
line, nor ie petit n£z retToutte, that some persons 
prefer to them all ; but a nose which, moderately 
prominent, and sufficiently well shaped, is yet, as 
bi as I know, anonymous, although it be per- 
haps as common and as well-looking a feature aa 
is to be seen on an English face. 

Altogether, they were a pair of tall and comely 
maidens, and, being constantly attired in gar- 
ments of the same color and bshion, looked, at 
all times, so much alike, that no stranger ever 
dreamed of knowing them apart ; and even their 
acquaintances were rather accustomed to think 
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and spealc of them generally as " the Evans'," 
than Bs the separate individuals, Jane and Patty. 
Even those who did pretend to distinguish the 
one from the other, were not exempt from mis* 
takes, which the sisters, Patty especially, who 
delighted in the fun so often produced by the un- 
usual resemblance, were apt to la vor by changing 
places in a walk, of slipping from oae side to the 
other at a country tea party, or playing a hundred 
innocent tricks to occasion at once a grave blun- 
der and a meny laugh. 

Old Dinah Goodwin, for instance, who, being 
rather purblind, was jealous of being suspected of 
seeing less clearly than her neighbors, and had 
defied even the Evans' to puzzle her discernment 
•seeking in vain on Patty's hand the cut finger 
which she had dressed on Jane's, ascribed the 
incredible cure to the merits of her own incom- 
parable salve, and could hardly be undeceived, 
even by the pulling oS of Jane's glove, and the 
exhibition of the lacerated digital sewed roundly 
her own bandage. 

Young George Bailey too, the greatest beau in 
the parish, having betted at a Christmas party 
that he would dance with every pretty girl in the 
room, lost his vrager (which Patty had overheard) 
by that saucy damsel's slipping into her sister's 
place, and persuading her to join her own uncon- 
scious partner ; so that George danced twice with 
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Patty, Bud not at all with Jane. A flattering 
pi«c« of malice, which proved, as the young gen- 
tlemen (a rustic exquisite of the first water} was 
pleased to assert, that Miss Patty was not dis- 
pleased with her partner. How little does a rain 
man know of womankind ! If she had liked him, 
she would not have played the trick for the mines 
of Oolconda. 

In short, from their school-days, when Jane 
was chidden for Patty's bad work, and Patty 
slapped for Jane's bad spinning, down to this 
their prime of womanhood, there had been no end 
to the confusion produced by this remarkable in- 
stance of family likeness. 

And yet Nature, who sets some mark of indi- 
viduality upon her meanest productions, making 
some unnoted diflerence between the lambs 
dropped from one ewe, the robins bred in one 
nest, the flowers growing on one stalk, and the 
leaves banging from one tree, bad not lefi these 
young maidens without one great and permanent 
distinction — a natural and striking dissimilarity 
of temper. Equally industrious, affectionate, 
happy and kind ; each was kind, happy, affection- 
ale, and industrious in a different way. Jane 
was grave ; Patty was gay. If you heard a laugh 
or a song, be sure it was Patty; she who smiled, 
for certain was Patty; she who jumped the stile, 
when hei sister opened the gate, was Patty; she 
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who ch<wed the pigs firom the garden aa menily 
u if she were nmning a racei so that the pigs did 
not mind her, waa Patty. 

On the other band, she that so carefully was 
making, with its own ravelled threads, an invisi- 
ble darn in hei mother's handkerchief, and hear- 
ing her little sister read the while ; she that so 
patiently was feeding, one by one, two broods of 
young turkeys ; she that so pensively was water- 
ing her own bed of delicate and somewhat rare 
flowers, — the pale hues of the Alpine pink, or 
the alabaster blossoms of the white evening prim- 
rose, whose modest flowers, dying ofi* into a blush, 
resemble her own character, was Jane. 

Some of the gossips of Aberleigh used to assert 
that Jane's sighing over the flowers, as well as 
the early steadiness of her character, arose from 
an engagement to my lord's head gardener, an in- 
telligent, sedate, and sober young Scotsman. Of 
this I know nothing. Certain it is that the pret- 
tiest and newest plants were always to be found 
in Jane's little flower border, and if Mr. Archibald 
Maclean did sometimes come to look after them, 
I do not see that it was any business of any 
body's. 

In the mean time, a visitor of a difiereni de- 
scription arrived at the form. A cousin of Mrs. 
Evans' had been as successful in trade as her 
hasband had been in agriculture, and he had now 
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nm hii only son to become acqnainted with 
his relatioiu, and to tpendsoma weeka in their 
ftunily. 

Charlea Fostei was a fine young man, iriuMe 
Taiher waB neither more nor lesa than a rich linen- 
draper, in a great town; but whose manners, 
education, mind, and character might have done 
honor to a br higher station. He was, in a word, 
one of nature's gentlemen ; and in nothing did he 
more thoroughly show his own taste and good 
breeding, than by entering entirely into the 
homely ways and old-fashioned habits of his 
country cousins. He was delighted with the 
simplicity, frugality, and industry, which blended 
well with the sterling goodness, and genuine 
abundance of the great English farm-house. 
The young women especially pleased him much. 
They formed a strong contrast with anything that 
he had met with before. No finery ! no coquetry ! 
no French ! no piano ! It is impossible to describe 
the sensation of relief and comfort with which 
Charles Foster, sick of musical misses, ascer- 
tained that the whole dwelling did not contain a 
single instrument, except the bassoon On which 
Geoige ETaoH was wont, every Sunday at church, 
10 excruciate the ears of the whole congregation- 
He liked both sisters. Jane's softness and con- 
siderateness engage4 his full esteem ; bnt Patty's 
innocent playfulness suited best with his own 
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hig'h Spirits, and animated conreTsation. He had 
known them apart from the fiisl, and indeed 
denied that the likeness was at all puzzling, or 
more than is usual between sisters, and secretly 
thought Patly as much prettier than her sister as 
she was avowedly merrier. In doora and out, he 
wafl constantly at her side ; and before he had 
been a month in the house, all its inmates had 
given Charles Foster as a lover to his young 
cousin; and she, when rallied on the subject, 
cried fie ! and pish ! and pshaw ! and wondered 
how people could talk such nonsense, and liked 
to have such nonsense talked to her better than 
anything in the world. 

Affairs were in this state, when one night Jane 
appeared even graver and more thoughtful than 
usual, and far, far sadder. She sighed deeply; 
and Patly, for the two sisters shared the same 
little room, inquired tenderly "What ailed her?" 
The inquiry seemed to make Jane worse. She 
burst into tears, whilst Patty hung over her and 
soothed her. At length, she aroused herself by a 
strong effort ; and turning away from her affec- 
tionate comforter, said in a low tone : " I have 
had a great vexation to-night, Patty; Charles 
Foster has asked me to many him." 

" Charles Foster '. Did you say Charles Fos- 
ter ? " asked poor Patly, trembling, unwilling even 
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to tnut her own seoaea agairut tlie eridence of 
her heart; " Charles Foster ? " 

" Yes, our cousin, Charles Foster." 

" And you hare accepted him?" inquired Patty 
in a hoarse voice. 

"Oh no! no! no! Do you think I hara for- 
gotten poor Archibald ? Besides, I am not the 
person whom he ought to have asked to marry 
him ; false and heartless as be is. I would not 
be his wife; cruel, unfeeling, unmanly as his 
conduct has been 1 No ! not if he would make 
me queen of Englaod ! " 

" You refused him then ?" 

" No, my lather met us suddenly, just as I was 
recovering from the surprise and indignation that 
at first struck me dumb. But I shall refuse him 
most certaioly; — the false, deceitful, ungrateful 
villain I " 

"Poor father! He wiU be disappointed. So 
will mother." 

" They will be disappointed and both angry — 
but not at my refusaL Oh, how they will de- 
spise him ! " added Jane ; and poor Paity, melted 
by her sister's sympathy, and touched by an in- 
dignation most unusual in that mild and gentle 
girl, could no longer command her feelings, but 
flung herself on the bed in that agony of passion 
and grief which the first great sonow seldom falls 
to excite in a young heart 
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After a while >he reaumed the conTers&tkin. 
" We most not blame him too severely. Perhaps 
mj Tantiy made me think his atteniioni meant 
aum Aan they teally did, and you had all taken 
up die notion. But you must not speak of him 
80 unldndly. He has done nothing but what is 
natanl. If on are bo much wiser and better than 
I am, my own dear Jane! He laughed and 
talked with me : but he felt your goodness, — and 
he was right. I was never worthy of him, and 
you an ; tmd if it were not for Archibald, I should 
rejoice from the bottom of my heart," continued 
Patty, sobbing, "if you would accept" — but 
unable to finish her generous wish, she burst into 
a fresh flow of tears ; and the sisters, muttially 
and strongly afiected, wept in each other's arms, 
and were comforted. 

Thai night, Patty cried herself to sleep : but 
such sleep is not of long duration. Before dawn 
she was up, and pacing, with restless irritability, 
the dewy grass-walks of the garden and orchard. 
In less than half an hour, a light, elastic step 
(she knew the sound well !) came rapidly behind 
her ; a hand (oh, how often had she thrilled at 
the touch of that hand!) tried to draw hers under 
his own ; while a well-known voice addressed 
her in the softest and tendeiest accents ; " Patty, 
my own sweet Patty ! have you thou^t of what 
I said to you last night I" 
II 
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"To met" repliad Patty, with bittemwa. 

" Aye, to be sure; to your dear aelf ! Do you 
not lemembeT the qaestioD I asked yon, wlwn 
your good iather, for the fint time unwelcome, 
joined us so suddenly that you had not time to 
eay Yes ? And will you not say Yet now 1 " 

" Mr. Foster," replied Patty, with some spirit, 
" you are under a mistake here. It was to Jane 
that you made a proposal yesterday evening; 
and you are taking me for her at this moment" 

"Mistake you for your sister! Propose to 
Jane! Incredible! impossible! You are jest- 
ing." 

" Then he mistook Jane for me hat night,— 
and he is no deceiver ! " thought Patty to herself, 
as, with smiles beaming brightly through her 
tears, she turned round at his reiterated prayers, 
and yielded the hand he sought to fais pressure. 
■' He mistook her for me! he, that defied us to 
perplex him!" 

And so it was ; an unconscious and unobserved 
change of place, as either sister resumed her 
station beside little Betty, who had scampered 
away after a glow-worm, added to the deepen- 
ing twilight, and the lover's natural embarrass- 
ment, had produced the confusion which gave 
poor I^tty a night's misery, to be compensated 
by a lifetime of happiness. Jane was almost as 
glad to lose a lover as her sister was to regain 
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Charles is gone home to hia father^ to 
e prepantioiis for his bride ; Archibald has 
a a great nnrsery gaiden, and there is some 
in Aberleigh that the marriage of the two 
IB is to be celebrated on the same day. 
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Bat jret then an do miien of thrsir hoaidi. 
Not OMna nckonad in tha man opoa than | 
Still ttw; an FdcdaH I — 

Nat, Pallet, paint not thus the honn, — 

Young urchins weaving wreaths of flowan ; 

Hiding.in the buda of loaes, 

Where the folding pink-leaf closes, 

Peeping from the sunflower's slem 

Or a beauty's garment hem ! 

No ! — rather, Limner, make them luik, 

Busy at their blanching work, 

Withering wrinkles in the cheek, — 

Every hour before, more sleek; — 

In the dimples — 'neath the lid 

Of the eye ; — or show them slid 

Sly among the auburn tresses. 

Like a falcon bound with jesses, 

Turning them to silvery grey ; 

Scattering snow tints in their play ! 

Oh ! (be hours are crabbed creatures, 

Still at war with beauty's features ! 
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It is the quiet sunset hour, 
And in the glowing west, 
The orb of day, with sofleiied power, 
Is sinking to his rest; 
The ripphng stream reflects bis beam, 

As mirrored from the sky ; 
While through the trees the evening breeze 
Murmurs its fitful sigh. 

And lorely is the scene around. 

In each accoriaut part ; 
Its soothing quietude profound 
Sinks down upon the heart ; 
As evening dews the floweret's hues 

And iragrance keep alive ; 
So in the soul its mild control 
Bids heaven-bom peace revive. 

How beautiful, in light and shade. 

Those over-arching trees ! 
The shepherd swain beneath them laid, 

Securely and at ease. 
11* 
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Or ruminaie at wiU, 
With him partake, by that cahn lake, 

Of quiet joy their fill. 

And brightly on the lake's broad breast 

The hues of erening glow ; 
More richly still their sptendorB reat 
On that far mountain's brow; 
IIm vaulted sky displays on hi^ 

The blissful hues of even ; 
And earth the while repays each smile 
Of beauty caught firom heaven. 

Mom's splendor, vanishing too soon, 

Might more appeal to sense ; 
And the unclouded blaze of noon 
Boast glory more intense ; 
To this cslm hour a holier power, 

An influence more sublime. 
Is given to bless with tenderness 
Its fleeting span of time. 

'T is something in a worid like this, 
Of toil, and care and strife. 

Momenta to know, whose purer blin 
Relume our inward life; 
Given to the soul to point its goal 

In brighter realms above. 
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A*d make it feel the mate appeal 
Of Faith, and Hope, and Love ! 

By day — the world's tired denizen, 

From habit, choice or need. 
Finds all that ia around him then 
A worldly spirit feed ; 
To gather wealth he spends hia health 

Of body or of mind ; 

Of poTflity, with evil eye, 

To all but self is blind. 

By day — the thousand lures that cheat 

Our spirits with theii thrall, 
Their semblances so counterfeit, 
They seem not cheats at all ; — 
Then Pleaauie'a wile pula oa the amile 

Of joys that must endure ; 
Ambition's schemes, Fame's idle dreams, 
Seem lofty, noble, pure. 

The sunset honr ! the sunset hour 1 

In lone and thoughtful mood. 
Breaks of such dangerous spells the power, 
And makes them understood. 
Would hearts but leam and eyes discern 

The lessons it may teach. 
Its qiiiemess would truth impress. 
And sober wisdom preach. 
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The landscape, and fo^et 

That soon oi late, as surely too, 

Life's sun to ua most set ; 

Id weal or woe, we, too, must know, 

With glory or with gloom. 

Mid calm or strife, the sun of life 

Sink down into the tomb ! 

Whether thai hour of import hi^ 

Be one to hope or dread, — 
Whether with this its splendors Tie 
Or clouds be round it spread — 
Uust on the use or the abuse 

Of God's own gifts depend, — 
Boons all bestowed to guide our road 
Unto a glorious end. 

" At even-tide there shall be light ! " 
"T is God's own gracious word ; — 
But whose shall be its influence bri^t, 
However long deferred ? 
Not theirs its ray, who, in their day, 

Have 'gainst the light rebelled. 
And through their race, each gift of grace 
Have slighted, quenched and quelled. 

" At eren-tide there shall be l^ht 1 " 
To all whose hope and love 
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Iirads them by {kidk, ond.not by ng^t, 
To follow Christ aban ; 
Who hen hHTo home his ciooa of actoiii 

An<i known his saring gncei 
In power imitart to nmlce the heart 

Hia Splat's i1welliD^idw» I 



iizodb, Google 



A 8IHFLE TALE Of LOTE. 

ay AM&biS WHTTSY. 



Thk baronial &iiuly at the chateau of Waldeu- 
burg wen Bpending the twilight each accoicling 
to theii humor. The father and mother were 
donng in the ponderous easy-chairs of the study ; 
the guests were resting in their several rooms ; 
the children were all gathered tc^etber in the 
nursery, for the salce of (be little light it afforded, 
as the darker rooms seemed " uncanny " to their 
young fancies, and in the recess of one of the 
windows sat a pair of lovers, in sweet converse, 
not unmixed with kisses. Lovers, above all, 
must prize those twilight hours, where the blush 
posses unseen, thou^ not uoperceived, and 
where the holy feeling of love assumes a wanner 
and deeper language than that of mere words. 
Such was the twilight hour at Waldenburg, 
when, besides tea and candles, the arrival of an 
aunt was expected. 

" What is this aunt like ? " inquired young Hngo 
Ton Stein, the lover, who fell somewhat put out by 
her promised visit ; for be thought her presence 
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would disnirb him ug the enjoynynt of his privW 
lege of kisaingmnd courting his future bride, as 
he set it down that ^ &unt must be a prudish 
old maid. * 

Antoiuette, his ihteadad, said, in answer to 
his question:— "My aunt is a widow, Teiy 
friendly and kind, and still rather pretty, though 
old. She is my father's youngest siatei, and 
must be thirty, if not a few months moie." 

To a girl of sixteen, thirty aeems a great age ; 
but her lover, being himself not &r from that age, 
and having seen the world, smiled at ibe opinion 
es|ne8sed by the young maiden, and though he 
might not perhaps nave read Balzac's Femme de 
trente atu, he perfectly understood the charm of 
riper beauty, and of an experienced mind blended 
with feelings more conscious of its own strength. 

'* My aunt reads a great deal, and tells a story 
' very pleasantly," continued Antoinette ; " she 
smiles, and laughs, and jokes, and is frolicsome ; 
but she likes to philosophize, too, sometimes, and 
when she tells stories, she sprinkles them with 
reflections, as one strews flowers on the table for 
a birthday, sometimes more and sometimes less, 
just as it happens. But she only works out a 
part of & tale, and never completes it, and then she 
suddenly ends it as if she were tired of relating 
it, or as if she thought her hearer's patience was 
at an end. Perhaps she does so from a liking 
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duit pMple shot^d wish to bear nun, atwl n- 
pnMtch her for catting it bo abort. ' There ii a 
criaia in every one's life,' die Bays, in reply; 
' and, when this is once told, there tb httk lefi to 
say ; yet this crisis give* a color to one's whole 
existence, and from it characters receiT* their 
. pecnliar stamp.' So says my aont, and then her 
Bioiy is done." 

The intended bridegroom was so mach inter- 
ested by this account, that he fij^M to seal bis 
beloved's mouth with a kiss, when she bad fin- 
ished spe^ng. " I shall like vtry mnch to be- 
come acquainted with youi aunt," said be, with 
something like a sigh. 

"That is a pleasure that you can easily com- 
mand," said a soft voice at his side, that pro- 
ceeded from a ahadowy-Iooking figure that bad 
ajfiroached with bo Ught a step as to be unpei- 
ceived. " For aunt la ceme," continued (be 
appearance, at the same time flinging ofi* her fur 
mantle and withdrawing her veil. 

"Aunt! aunt!" exclaimed Antoinette, and 
jumped np in high glee ; she was running to call 
bother all the inmates of the house, but the 
wbol^ chateau was already raised. The word 
"aunt" rang through the nifrsery and on the 
sturs, and in a moment the whole family flocked 
to the room, together with the tea equipaga and 
lights. Aunt was surrounded, sloimed with ex- 
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pressioDS of joyous welcome ; questions and 
answers followed in rapid succession, and the 
very servants were sharers in the general joy. 

Antoinette's lover alone remained a silent 
observer; amidst the moving circle he could look 
on nothing but auat, and yet she waa hy no 
means handsome. Her eyes had the soul-in- 
spired look of intellect and feeling, her smile was 
sweet and full of self-denial, and her melodious 
voice was persuasion itself. She was rather 
pale, yet her cheek was quickly tinged hy any 
emotion. Her hair was soft and silky, and of 
that blonde shade that seldom or never turns to 
grey. Altogether, aunt had a very interesting 
appearance. 

" I could not kiss her, as I would Antoinette," 
thought Stein to himself, as he gazed at her from 
the recess of the window, while she sat in the 
great easy-chair in the full light of the lamp, and 
had directed her earnest glance towards her 
brother, who had asked and obtained information 
on the political events of the town she came from ; 
" No, 1 could not kiss her, — she inspires me with 
too much respect, — but I could kneel before her, 
and I could love her to very madness." 

Antoinette would never have dreamt of such a 
possibility, because she thought her aunt too old ; 
it was, perhaps, lucky that she did not think it 
possible. 

12 
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Aunt now related her traveb ; she caUed her- 
•elf A female Diogenes without a lantern, seeking 
for men and finding them. Yea, she had found 
a great many men ; but she only recognized as 
such those who acknowledged it to be ibeir duty 
to do honor lo the dignity of mankind — those, in 
short, wlio struggle, think, do good, and are hu- 
man beings in the best sense of (he word ; merely 
to live and enjoy seemed to her beneath the dig- 
nity of our species. She bad had occasion to 
perceive that fate very seldom strews our path 
with flowers, nor had she ever met with a single 
being who wandered amongst roses ; she, there- 
fore, could never help blaming the saying, " Wan- 
der through roses and forget-me-nots," whenever 
she found it inscribed on cups and saucers. But, 
for this very reason, she plucked flowers by the 
way as oflen as she could, and many were the 
little joys she experienced, and the pleasing fea- 
tures in her life and her travels that she had to 
relate, which would have escaped the perception 
of others. 

Aunl had begun by appearing interesting, and 
she flnished by being entertaining. Antoinette's 
intended became more thoughtful, and, during ihe 
twilight hour on the following evening, he more 
than once was guilty of yawning beside his be- 
loved instead of kissing her, and his fate, which 
Int a few days back appeared under such rosy 
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hues, now seemed itself to resemble tbe dnaky 
shades of twilight. Audi received his silent hom- 
age as that of a new and happy nephew, joked at 
the impassioned kiss he impressed on her hand, and 
at his respectful admiration of her fine eyes, and 
at the long and lively conversations that he carried 
on with her, at the conclusion of which generally 
neither etood out for their opinion. " You deserve 
to be called a' man," would she then say, reaching 
her hand lo him in a friendly manner; and he 
felt that in saying this she had given him the 
noblest praise, and even a high place in her 
Mteem. 

Antoinette was several times put out at not being 
able to converse with him like her aunt, add at 
being half overlooked by her lover on her account ; 
she felt neglected, and secretly began to have 
migivings about the inconstancy and ingratiludo 
. of the male sex. But in hei heart of hearts she 
blamed her aunt aa a coquette; for amiable 
women are always called so aa long as they re- 
main young. 

" Aunt has not yet told us a single story." 
Such was the general cry; and the whole com- 
pany joined in the request that she would enliven 
the evening by so doing. The um had now 
ceased humming, and there were two hours yet to 
supper time, and so her story must last till then. 
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" Shall it be a tale or K ^oet atoTyt" aaid the 
friendly, obliging cieatare. 

" WhaieveT you like," answered Antoinette, 
" for you relate everthing so prettily — but I 
should prefer a love story," and here she threw a 
tender look at her lover, " because then one 
knows that it is all true." 

"True?" inquired aunt, "what do you call 
true } Do you mean to designate by such a word 
only those events that have really happened, the 
daily comings and goings which are visible to 
every eye ? My good children, yon little think 
bow much that is false oAen happens ia real life, 
how many lies are sometimes mixed up with love, 
while frequently in ghoet stories there is nothing 
improbable beyottd the winding shdet that is 
always thrown over the world of spirits, and the 
rattling of chains that announces their approach, 
while the tale itself perhaps expounds in the most 
attractive manner the hieroglyphics thst the Cre- 
ator has written in nature and human Ufe. A 
love story, oo the contrary, is like a chameleon, 
and appears under a thousand false colors. It is 
like a soap-bubble thai bursts at the touch of cold 
reason. Who can, in iact, define what love is ? 
To one it is a bugbear, to another a pleasing 
fable — ambrosia to a third, and homely fare to a 
fourth; youth looks upon it as champagne froth, 
while old age considers it as the leaven of ezist- 
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ence, which oaly now and then produces an 
agreeable fermenlation. It requires some cour< 
age to tell a love story, because so few listeners 
take an interest in it. The men won't pay any 
attention to it ; they extricate themselves so very 
easily from the labyrinth of love, as their Ariadne's 
threads are generally made of such very coarse 
materiab ! Old women don't like either 4o hear 
anything more on the subject ; it all comes to the 
same in the end, say they, as all cats are grey in 
the dark ; in old age all love seems colorless ; it is 
BO far removed from them that the Ughts and shades 
escape their mental vision. Women of forty, who 
wander about like the spirits of the departed, in 
the kingdom of memory, who have not yet for- 
gotten that which they would give the world to 
be able to forget, are only pained by love stories ; 
the sighs of their youth seem to rustle through 
the air and fill them with sadness ; each fond 
word is a dagger to their souls ; they feel uneasy 
and chagrined. They ask themselves — why was 
' I loved, and why am I no longer loved ? What 
availed the beatings of my heart, and my dreams 
of happiness? Such questions rise up before 
them in slahling array. No: women of forty 
cease to read love stories. Youth alone still 
reads tbem and listens to them with glowing 
cheeks and beating hearts, and it is for you, my 
12* 
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dear jrotmg folks, that I shall tell my tale of 
lowe." 

Aunt then turned to tb» loren : " I would fun 
compare my love story to those saints' pictures 
that ingenious nuns paint upon cobwebe. Each 
thread, delicate aa it may be, is important in love, 
while every important event appears a mere 
thread, a trifle, a nothing, to those standing with- 
out the magic circle ; therefore, my dear listenera, 
should the ground-work appear too thin and too 
poor in your eyes, you can tear the fragile tex- 
ture by questions and interruptionB ; yet xbe 
saintly image will still remain sacred, and pre- 
serve an altar in our hearts. 

" The heroine of ray tale — allow roe to chris- 
ten her by my own name, and call her Cecilia — 
the heroine of my tale was — guess what?" 

" A princess ? " 

" Heaven forbid : for then I should be obliged 
to introduce a mistress of the ceremonies into my 
love story, for which these excellent ladies are 
not at all calculated, as they would then be 
obliged occasionally to hide their heads like the 
ostrich. I should also have to attend to the 
niceties of etiquette that in many cases and many 
places would almost sooner suit a ghost story.. 
Nor is my heroine a countess, or a good match 
of any kind ; such a person is indeed a god-send 
for little towns, because she attracts suitors, but 
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•he is of no use in a tale of lo*e. I should be 
obliged to say how rich she was, and eveo to 
reckon up her fonune — and both moral and phys- 
ical din always sticks to money. No ! one must 
needs possess a pure heart and finger to weave 
the magic web of love. Neither have I sought a 
heroine amongst grisetles, although it is now the 
fashion, and Goethe himself has immortalized the 
hand that uses a broom on Samrdaya. I have 
not chosen my heroine amongst the small-footed 
Chinese, nor the fiery raulattoes, noi the piquoTttet 
negresses ; no, my heroine is much more unroman- 
tic, has much less claims to interest, is less known 
and less valued, imd often held much cheaper, 
than all those I have mentioned — she is simply 
a country girl. 

" Her parents' estate lay in Franconia, and ahe 
belonged to that class of Franconlan young ladies 
that are called familiarly diousand florin herbs,* 
because their dower only consists of a thousand 
florins. A girl's heart has often been compared 
to a sheet of blank paper ; but this is a mistaken 
notion — the sheet is full, and more than full, but 
the characters are penned with sympathetic Ink, 
and no one can read them, till peculiar circum- 
stances render them intelligible. But on the soul 
of a young maiden brought up in the country 
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many things stand wiiitea that are nnknown to a 
town-bred young lady ; aoiongat which may be 
reckoned a serene childhood unshaded by the 
restraints of school, and a life of harmless joys. 

" Cecilia grew up like a wild hly, and nature 
was ber governess. She perfected her dancing 
at country assemblies, while her taste for dress 
was formed by an antiquated fashion-book, whose 
long list of subscribers was closed by her parent's 
name. Everything seemed to afford Cecilia joy, 
whether it was spring and its first Tioleta, or hay- 
time and its merry hay-makeis, or harvest and 
the wagon-loads of com, or sheep-shearing. On 
all such occasions there was sure to be music snd 
dancing, and numerous guests, and cakes large 
enough for the rSi;e of LiUputians to have held a 
bell upon one of them. In the coimtry, cakes 
and conversation invariably go together, and all 
residents in the country need take a lively interest 
in the latter, and have a good stomach for the 
former. ' 

"Cecilia lived happy and cheerful at her 
father's seat, until she waa considered grown ap, 
and of an age to be introduced into society ; she 
was then taken to town one winter, and for sev- 
eral months she took lessons in music and draw- 
ing, went to the theatres, and danced her fill. 
She received with gratitude all the pleasures 
ofiered her ; country and town life had an equal 
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chum in her eyes. Life seemed to her one con- 
tinued chain of fiowen, whoee perfnnta was to be 
inhaled without stopping to regret the blossoms 
that faded away. She already began to philoso- 
phize a little, yet her views of life were still so 
rosy-hued, that her cheerfal philosophy was as 
yet uDcbequeied by the dark shades of gravity. 

" On a neighboring estate lived a fiunily on 
terms of intimate friendship with Cecilia's parents ; 
and the easy intercourse peculiar to country life 
was carried on with all the more zest between the 
two houses, as all the members of each agreed 
so well together, and the two fathefa, the two 
mothers, and the children, were so exactly suited 
to each other's taste. 

" Cecilia's favorite playfellow was Robert, who 
was only a few years older than herself. While 
he was at school, he used to come home on holi- 
days, and for all family festivities ; and when he 
studied in town, he spent the carnival with Ce- 
cilia. The intercourse between these two was of 
the most hearty, friendly kind ; their childlike 
hearts sailed on life's ocean side by side in a per- 
petual calm. There were no shoals, no storms ; 
there was neither advice, reproaches, nor an ob- 
stacle of any kind thrown in their way ; conse- 
quently, no passion could exist. If Cecilia had 
got into any dilemma with her engagements at a 
ball, her old playfellow would help her out of it ; 
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if a disagreeable partner reqaeMed her hand, 
Robert was ready to dance with her. In ahon, 
on all occasions where Cecilin wanted a man's 
prolcclioD, in crowds or in public places, Robert's 
onn was always ready, and if sbe did not ac- 
knowledge how necessary and useful he was to 
her, it was merely because she had nerer known 
what it was to be without him. 

" It was a joumey to Karlsbad that first un- 
folded to Cecilia a new world of pleasures in 
which Robert had no share. She was obUg^ed to 
accompany her father, who was much delighted 
to find there a friend of former times. This 
friend had a son who ' snited Cecilia as if he had 
been made for her, and she foi him;' at least so 
said the fathers, and a marriage was accordingly 
agreed apon between them. Cecilia could not 
pick a fatilt with (be young man ; he was hand- 
acme, engaging, friendly, and courted her as 
much as people court when their parents resoWe 
upon a match. The young man had become 
master of the horse in the capital; therefore, by 
marrying hira, Cecilia would not be taken far 
away from her relations and the scenes of her 
youth. There was nothing to say against the 
match, not even the slightest disinclination. On 
the last day of their residence at the watering- 
place, Cecilia gave her consent without the least 
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penuasion, of her own free will, and in the full 
conviction that ehe had made no bad choice. 

" It ia true that ahe did not feel that full tide of 
bliss, that Grm belief in an eternity of happiness, 
or that triumphant reliance on the strength of her 
love, thai ought to be the case on such an occa- 
sion; hat she thought of an establishinent, of 
settlements, and of the wedding ball, at which 
Robert would dance, and ahe was serenely cheer* 
fij. She had several times written to Robert 
from Karlsbad, without exactly mentioning the 
master of the horse, or hei matrimonial projects ; 
but giving an account of the journey, of Karlsbad, 
of the promenades, ^e Hirschsprung, the Devil's 
whirlpool, and other sights, for she had thought 
of Robert as often as anything had pleased hei. 
The whirlpool had reminded her of a sketch of 
his, and in the diary that she wrote on purpose 
for Robert, she connected every object with him- 
self; she wished, she said, to be the eye-glass 
through which he should look round upon the 
world; and, therefore, ahe introduced all her 
acquaintances to his notice, showing the peculiar 
characteristics of each with all the natural quick- 
ness of a girl, seasoned by the drollery of a cloud- 
less spirit. Thus, at first, she had mentioned the 
master of the horse, and heralded him in with the 
choicest Saxon dialect; later, she ceased to ^peak 
ofhiraatall; during the whole time she remained 
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in doubt whether she should say yes oi no, sbe 
never mentioned bia name, aa she thought it wu 
not fair, in case she lefosed him, to boast of it, 
and afterwards, when aha had decided upon con- 
senting, a certain fear seemed to restrain hei. 

" Slill she could not but let her M bichful 
playfellow know of her being affianced, and 
Cecilia thought it would be easiei to do so in 
writing than in words; DOtwith standing which 
she was a long lime in writing the letter, then 
tore it up, and wrote several others, until at last 
she succeeded in making il intelligible that she 
was going to be married. She assured Robert, 
at the same time, of her warmest, deepest friend- 
ship; waa convinced that he would approve her 
choice, and concluded by expressing a wish that 
he would become the friend of her future hus- 
band. In short, she wrote the alrangeat letter 
under the circumstances thai could be penned, 
and one in which Robert vainly sought for ezpres- 
aioos of love towards her intended, and in which 
he met with no warmer feelings than the friend- 
ship professed for himself. * No,' thought he, 
' not for the world would I marry in that way!' 
and then he locked his door, drew down the 
blinds, and throwing himself on ibe sofa, wept 
as he acarcely ever remembered to have wept, 
since he was a child. He was aware that he had 
loved Cecilia from his earliest youth ; the heatings. 



iizodb, Google 



A SIHFLS TALE OF LOTB. 146 

of hia heart had never been a riddle to him, and 
both the past and the futiire had always laid 
clearly mapped out before his ' mind's eye.' He 
bad studied in the reliance on Cecilia's love ; hia 
examination had been gone through successfully, 
and he was just waiting for her return from 
Karlsbad to ask for her hand, now that he had a 
career open lo him and could offer her a home. 
It is true, the home would have been but a hum- 
ble one, but free from care, and such as suited 
the habits and education of Cecilia. He had 
never spoken to her of his attachment, because he 
thought it superfluous to speak of that which his 
daily and hourly ^ctions could not but prove ; 
besides, he thought Cecilia understood him, and 
knew all about it. He had mistaken the good- 
will she had shown him, quite undesignedly, for 
marks of love granted with the lull consciousness 
of what was passing in his mind. Now all was 
over, and after be bad wept his fill, be began to 
lave, first against Cecilia for having deceived 
him, then against women for being faithless, one 
and all, and lastly at his own folly for letting him* 
self be deceived. He accused himself of vanity, 
and half despised himself for having mistaken her 
fiiendly behavior, and interpreted it to his own 
advantage. 

" After going through all these conflicting 
emotions, he wrote a very sensible, hearty letter ; 
13 
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he Goold not, however, pTomise to becwne the 
fneai of the mastei of the horse, becauae, though 
be had fonnerly been a friend of his, be felt con- 
siderably cooled towards him. But he would 
come to the wedding, as Cecilia wished it. 
Cecilia was a long time reading the letter ; she 
had every reason to be satisfied with its contents, 
yet somehow she was not ; she had dreaded re- 
ceiving it ; some secret pang, she thought, seemed 
to lurk under the well-known seal ; but instead 
of that, every line seemed to breathe of calmness. 

" The wedding-day approached ; Cecilia looked 
like a contented bride. When Robert drove into 
the court, she hastened to the door to meet him, 
and stretched forth her hand to welcome him ; 
his own trembled in her grasp. ' Are you not 
well ?' inquired she, looking up at him with her 
blue eyes ; but he cast his eyes to the ground, 
and made no answer. 

" Cecilia had thought she had so much to say 
to her old play-fellow, and so much to tell him- 
and DOW she feU'as if she had not a word to say. 
They both went up stairs in silence, and silent 
did ihey remain the whole evening. On the fol- 
lowing raoming, Cecilia, drest in bridal array, 
had already entered the drawing-room, where the 
fomily waa assembled, when her bracelet became 
an&slened, and she hastened back to her room to 
have it set to rights. In her chamber she found 
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Robert sitting on her seat, with his arm suppmted 
on her writing-ilesk, and hia fece buried in his 
hand. 

" ' Robert ! ' inquired Ceciha, in alarm, ' what 
is the matter with you? Are j.j ill?' and she 
anxiously raised up his head, which it required 
all her strength to do. She was then frightened 
at beholding his tearful countenance, and ex- 
claimed, while a pang of surprise shot through 
her heart, ' Are you weeping ? ' 

" She had never seen Robert weep before. 

" ' Yes, 1 am weeping,' answered he, ' and 
would that I could weep my life away — for I aii 
so wretched ! ' 

" ' And wherefore ? ' asked Cecilia, although 
her owD heart had already whispered the answer. 

"'What! can you ask why?' cried Robert; 
' did you not know that I love you, and that I 
looked upon you as my intended wife from a 
child? and now you are about to be the wife of 
another, you wonder at my tears ! ' 

" ' Cecilia ! ' called out a Toice in the aute-ioom, 
and Cecilia was startled. 

'" They are calling you,' said Robert; 'go — 
and be happy, Cecilia ; but I cannot be present at 
your marriage — no, I cannot, and will not, nor 
do I see why I should ; it would do you no good, 
and it would be death to me.' 

" ' Cecilia ! ' cried the voice again. 
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" Cecilia felt the most poignant grief aa she left 
her afflicted friend, and hastened back to the 
filling-room. At this moment she felt all that 
Robert had been to her, and all that he might 
have become ; she now knew everything, but at 
such a moment it was too late. The bridesmaids 
that had been calling ber now took the trembling 
creature hy the band, in order to lead her to 
church. The belb were ringing, the bridegroom 
was waiting at the altar, and the priest's blessing 
was ready to hallow a union which threatened to 
stand in need of the true sanction — that of love. 

" How she pronounced the 'yes' that was to 
bind her forever, how the rings were exchanged, 
and how the ceremony was got through, and 
wound up with the congratulations of all present, 
and her parents' tears of joy, Cecilia had not the 
slightest idea — everything seemed to dance be- 
fore her as in a dream ; she could ihiuk only of 
Robert, who loved, and who had wept over her. 
When the wedding-party returned to the chateau, 
be was gone. 

" Cecilia's husband was very rich ; he had 
fitted her up a mansion in town, while Robert 
could only have oQered her a cottage in the coun-. 
try. Her rooms were hung with silk, and she 
was surrounded by all the new inventions that lux- 
ury could devise ; all her visitors admired the fit- 
tings, and during the first six weeks of her married 
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life, she had nothing to do but to sbow the house 
to everybody. At first, she was highly delighted 
with all the line things, but she soon got accus- 
tomed to them. ' Ader all,' thought she to her- 
self, ' OUT thoughts are just the same io these 
modem fauteuiU as in the old, hard-stafTed 
chairs, and one's heart does not bound any the 
lighter beneath an Indian shawl than under the 
simple handkerchief worn by girls of small in- 
come ! ' Her cheeks used to seem much rosier 
in the little looking-glass of her chamber than 
now, when she saw her image reflected from head 
to fool, in the richest dresa and the most costly 

" When Cecilia had got accustomed to all the 
elegancies of her new condition, they ceased to 
have any value in her eyes, and the young wife's 
heart became the scene of a tragedy unattended 
by spectators. Cecilia had a lively imagination, 
and imagination is confessedly the crucible in 
which a thousand amiable qualities, as well as a 
countless number of folhes, are brought into ex- 
istence, and is in particular the source of those 
artificial misfortunes that nobody pities, yet that 
have the power to throw so dark a veil of melan- 
choly over one's whole life. She entered into 
the married state with the conviction that she 
would be unhappy; consequently all her hus- 
band's weaknesses, deRciencies, and qualities were 
13* 
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unbearable ; she was certain that with Robert 
she would have been quite happy. Sometimes 
■he would reproach herself for not having seri- 
ously sounded her heart on the subject ; at other 
times she hated the husband that could have con* 
sented to a marriage proposed by their parents ; 
his heart must be coldi indeed, if it could put up 
with ihe small amount of love she bad shown him. 

■' She brooded over the past, and spelt out all 
the hieroglyphics of her love for Robert. She 
did not, however, bear from him, for he was 
travelling. She would have liked so to have 
heard something about him, yet she trembled to 
learn that he was married. Cecilia did not make 
her husband a good wife, nor did she conscien- 
tiously fulfil the task she had voluntarily under- 
taken ; she did not make her home that sanctuary 
that it ought to become for a happy pair ; she 
was a poor, weak, foolish wife, and forgetful of 
her duties. She was very much to blame both 
for her sorrow and her weakness ; for even when 
removed from the reach of temptation, a woman 
requires all the enei^ of virtue, in order that 
sin may not find a ready-made path to her heart 

" Thus Cecilia lived for three years, always 
anxiously longing for, and always expecting 
something. She was always in readiness for 
some surprise ; every time she heard the post- 
boy's horn, or a quick step in the next room, she 



iizodb, Google 



i. SnCFLE TALE OF LOVE. ISl 

was ready to bint. She had become pale and 
sickly ; her bearing was serious oud solemn ; her 
etep slow and measured ; her view of life was of 
the most melancholy description ; and her voice 
had gTOwn sad and plaintive as an .£olian harp. 
" While Cecilia was ihua feeding her unhappy 
passion, Robert had overcome his ; after the one 
moment of weakne^ that has been recorded, he 
never had aaother relapse. He even repented 
most heartily having given way to. his feelings as 
he had done, and reproached himself for having 
saddened Cecilia's soul, on her joyful wedding 
day, wilt the sorrows of the friend of her youth. 
He mentally asked her pardon with his whole 
soul for hia eeltishness, nor could he help blush- 
ing at the idea of being, perhaps, thought of by 
her with pity ; it wounded his pride to be pitied 
by her. He spent three years in travelling, nor 
did he travel like a lover who seeks forgetful ness, 
or for mere pleasure, and for the sake of putting 
away time, but as a man who wishes to improve. 
He went forth a mere youth, but he returned 
home an accomplished man ; he was a hero, for 
he had learned to conquer himself. Now be felt 
that he might visit his old friend again, as busi- 
ness brought him to town ; and he determined 
not to mention the last hour before his departure, 
and only to allude to their childhood and youth, 
and the joyous hours they had spent together. 
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" Cecilia wu not at home when he called, and 
Robert was received in the moat cordial manner 
by the master of the horse, and, in bet, invited to 
atay in the bouse; and as the latter waa aum- 
moned to the prince's presence, be took his old 
friend into hia wife's sitting-room, that he might 
wait for her return. Robert was alone, and had 
leisure to examine the sanctuary. Hia own por- 
tmit waa placed on b little table, surrounded by 
flowers. The album he had once given Cecilia 
lay before it ; and several other objects, such as 
paperwork, books, and occasional gifts that ahe 
had received from him, were strewn around. 
Thia table seemed to be an altar dedicated to 
himself. All the other things in the room told 
of the various occupations of an intellectual wo- 
man ; and the newest French novels were to be 
seen on her table. 

" Robert was uneasy and pained to the heart at 
the sight of this room ; a whole tide of recollec- 
tions rushed over hia mind, threatening to over- 
whelm him by their intensity, and he felt as if he 
must go: yea, go he wonld, and fly while it atill 
was time to do so. But it was already too late ; 
he heard a step approaching, and in another mo- 
ment Cecilia entered, little aware of the surprise 
that awaited her. A scream escaped her on be- 
holding Robert. 'My Robert!' she exclaimed, 
and sunk almost aenseless into bis armi. On 
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returniag to consciouanesg, ahe smiled, half 
ashamed of her childishnesa, and they sal beside 
each other, talking of ihe veriest indifTerent mat- 
ters, he of the last stage, and she of her last walk. 
They said not a wn-d but what they might have 
said to any one else, and yet both were happy. 
They never spoke of the wedding day, but a 
great deal of their yoiith and childhood. Cecilia's 
husband appeared as the disturber of all iheir plea- 
sant recollections, although nothing was said but 
what he might have heard. A' heavy ck>ud 
seemed to have spread its gloomy atmosphere 
over the family circle, and Roberl felt oppressed; 
his heart kept beating, and all the powers of evil 
that he had repressed with the whole energy of 
hia character, now awoke anew in his breast. 
Cecilia, in her stale of doubtful happiness and 
failing health, aj^teared more beautiful, dearer, 
more in need of protection, and consequently more 
lovable, than ever. Besides, she was much 
more accomplished than formerly; she had not 
frequented the first circles in town, and lived in 
the very head quarters of the arts and sciences, ' 
without improving her intellect. He felt he loved 
her still, and that she would grow dearer than 
ever to him, and that he had need oppose the full 
strength of his principles to those feelings he 
thought he had overcome. 
" Kobert determined lo keep back, and to ap- 
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, pear cold ; he Tentored seldom into Cecilia's sit- 

I I ting-room, wnight for her company teas often, and 
was very reserved, while she, rendered happier by 
their intercourse, became less reserved, and more 
cheerful. She had resolved to enjoy the short 
time of his stay; to look neither to the past nor 
the future ; and ihia plan seemed to succeed. But 
when at length he began to talk of taking leave, 
she poured her sorrows into her friend's breast, 
and complained of her broken happiness, of being; 
tired of life, and of the anguish she endured. He 
had to comfort her, and to try and raise her cour- 
age ; but the more he did so, the mote inconsol- 
able and weak-minded did Cecilia appear. Then 
something was dropped about the pang she had 
endured on hei wedding day, about eyes being 
opened too late, and about a girl's foolish, thought- 
less heart, that was itot aware of its own love. 
He perceived, therefore, that he had been loved 
' — was loved still, and that the wife of his youth- 
ful love adored him is he adored her, and that 
his torments were shared : he acknowledged such 
to be the case with a mixture of ecstasy and de- 
spair. 

" ' J will go away,' thought he ; 'I will fly 
from her and from myself; I will not disturb her 
peace, and she shall not be unhappy on my 
account.' He coosidered the matter over during 
the whole night, and on the following morning 
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he told the master of the horse that he was about 
to depart. Cecilia was so thrown off her guard 
by this sudden determination, that she lost her 
senses - the anguish of the threatened separation 
quite overpowered her. She burst iDlo his room, 
in her white dressing-gown, and with streaming 
hair. 

"'Slay, Robert!' cried she; 'stay — I shall 
die if you leave me. Know that 1 love you — 
that you alone can render life endurable — that 
you are the sun that brightens my existence ! I 
love nothing but you in this wide world, and all 
the anguish you felt on my wedding day has 
filled my breast ever since. Slay with me, unless 
you would see me die!' And with these impas- 
sioned expressions, she sunk senseless into bis 

" When Cecilia opened her eyes again, Robert 
spoke kindly in her, and assured her that he 
would remain, just as one promises a sick child 
anything it wishes in order that it may not cry. 
His words brought her back to a sense of shame, 
and she estricated herself from his arms, and 
stood covered with confusion before him. She 
hod awaken ds if from a dream. She now per- 
ceived how blindly she had hearkened to her 
passion, and how impropterly she bad acted. By 
confessing her love, she felt she had lowered her- 
self in the eyes of him in whose opinion she would 
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fain have stood so high. She was still wiping, 
bui her teara were those of repeatance. For the 
rest of that day she was very reserved, and avoided 
being alone with Robert, though il was to be ex- 
. pected every moment that her husband would 
guess her secret from the change in her beha- 

" When Cecilia awoke (he next morning, Rob* 
ert was gone. The following lines were delivered 
to her: — 'I leave you, dear Cecilia, af\er due 
consideration, because I think I fulfil your wishes 
by so doing. There are moments in human life 
when grief or joy gels the belter of us, hot they 

ourselves again, and you are now yourself again. 
You will thank me for avoiding your presence, 
and some day you will bless me for it.'" 

Aunt was then silent. 

" Well ! '■ said Antoinette. 

" Well ? " said the lover. 

All eyes were directed towards the fair narra- 
tor, with looks of eager curiosity, 'f Surely this 
is not the end of ihe story," said one. 

"Why not?" answered anoi; "what morels 
to be told ? The lovers are parted, and the love 
Mory is over. What care we whether ihey live, 
vegetate, weep, or despair? whether he enters 
the service of the state or distinguishes himself 
in any other way, or whether she sickens or is 
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well ? They are paited, and so tbeie 'b as end 
of theatory." 

But Aotoinette insisted that there must be eome 
more of it, or else one might fancy that Cecilia 
had died, and Robert had consoled himself. 

" As far aa relates to Cecilia, you will be mis- 
taken, my child," answered aunt ; " women never 
die of sorrow ; sensible women become consoled, 
and virtuous women overcome their rebellious 
hearts. Cecilia lived through many happy days, 
and then " 

"Then wbati" inquired all the listeners. 
" So there is an end after all." 

" Yes," said aunt, " Cecilia became a widow." 

The sound of a carriage was just then heard. 
" Oh ! aunt, do go on quick," said Antoinette, 
" for there is a visitor, and we shall never hear 
the end of the story if you don't make haste." 

Aunt seemed absent; her color rose as she 
looked towards the door which had just been 
opened. A tall, handsomer middle-aged man 
entered the room ; he bowed to the mistress of 
the house, and then turned to aunt, who came to 
meet him, and reached out her hand, on which 
he imprinted a kiss. 

" That is the end of my story," said she, turn- 
ing round to the company with a smile ; " that ia 
Bobert whom I told you about." 
14 
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*' Wliat ! the owner of the neighboring ealate I " 
cried Antoinette, blashing. 

" What! HeiT von Wallen ?" inquired the lady 
of the house, in surprise. 

" I long suspected that you were the Cecilia of 
your own tale," observed the baron, " and, aa yon 
proceeded, I guessed who the hero was." He 
reached out his hand to welcome him. 

" Yes, dear brother," rejoined Cecilia, " and my 
tale was only intended aa an introduction to the 
request that my »econd wedding might also be 
solemnized here. It will be quieter and more 
serene than the first" 

"Done!" cried her brother, in a joyful tone; 
" a fortnight hence, on Antoinette's birthday, we 
will have a double wedding." 

" So soon as a fortnight ! " cried Cecilia, blush- 
ing. 

" What you can mean by to toon, is past my 
comprehension," said the lord of the mansion, 
with a brother's freedom ; " I thought you had 
not much lime to lose." 

" But we must have lime to renew our acquaint- 
ance," observed Cecilia ; " it is so many years 
since we have met or spoken to each other. It 
was only yesterday that my widow's mourning 
was over ; I thought it was improper so soon — " 

" I have respected your views on this subject," 
intermpled Wallen, " but now being ao near the 
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gml of mj wishes, I cannot relnin from making 
my obaervations. When one has passed one's 
childhood and youth together, it is no difficult 
matter to renew one's acquaintance — and, indeed, 
to make this easier, fair lady, I come here to 
claim the hospitality of my neighbor for a few 
days." 

** That ia right," said the baron, " there is 
plenty of game, and 1 think we shall not lack 
amusement. I know already that you are a cap- 
ital shot, and my daughter here is ready to con- 
firm it ; you have freed her dove-cot of a danger- 
ous enemy." 

" Then you know my Robert already ! " whis- 
pered Cecilia to hei niece. 

" Yea," answered Antoinette, blushing; " hut I 
never ehoold hare dreamt that your Robert could 
he Herr ron Wallen ; team your description, dear 
aunt, I should have fancied him quite difierent. 
I think your own bncy must have endowed him 
with the qualities you mentioned." 

" So ihe wedding is to take place in a fort- 
night!" cried the baron, and everybody congratu- 
lated Robert and Cecilia, and even Stein ap- 
proached the latter, though in a somewhat embar- 
rasaed manner, and kissed her hand, though less 
ardently than heretofore. 

"No, this man can never become Cecilia's 
husband " cried Stein, one morning ; " (hat ia 
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clearly impossible ! A Nimrod, a mere fiuBwr, 
who is so absorbed by his worldly intereMs, that 
he thinks of nothing but catlle-lveediDg and agri- 
culture, and does nothing but smoke, ride, and 
hnnt, and who, when the heavenly creature leads 
poetry to him with her sweet, melodioas voice, 
aciaally No, I can't say what." 

" But, dear Hugo," objected Antoinette, " he 
was htigued with hunting, and fell asleep ; it was 
foolish of Cecilia just to cboose that moment f(» 
reading aloud." 

■' She was, however, deeply wounded by his 
doing BO." 

" Yes, but it wBi her hult ; how can people be 
so touchy i If one loves a person, one must give 
way a httle to them, and not alvrays put one's 
own will uppermost" 

" You are always finding fault with your atutt" 

" And you with Her von Walleo." 

" Who will go lark catching with me ? " in- 
quired the old baron, popping his head ihrou^ 
the half-opened door. " It is a lovely evening." 

"Oh, I'll go!" cried Antoinette, "if it wefe 
only to release a few prisoners." 

Stein thought to himself, " If she would but let 
me out of the net whose meshes oppress me so 
sorely." Not that he cared much for freedom 
either, since he wanted but to exchange his chains 
for others, and this he knew well enough — yet. 
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as in duty bonnd, he took np his hat and stick ia 
Older to accompany Mb intended, when Cecilia 
entered the room. 

" Does not the baroness accompaoy U8 i " in- 
qnired Stein. 

" No," replied she, " I have lost the habit of 
taking long walks ; it suits neither my feet nor 
my shoes ; therefore I don't much care for rural 
pleasures that are chiefiy bodily rather than in- 
tellectual, while I like the contrary." 

" May I slay and keep you company ? " asked 
the young man. 

'"If youi future bride does not object." 

" If you permit Herr von Wallen to leave you 
behind ; — only look, there they go arm in arm, 
so that one can hardly distmguiah them in the 
bright moonshine." 

" Well, I wish them much pleasure," said 
Cecilia, with something like a sigh, as she flung 
herself into the easy-chair beside the chimney, 
and began displacing the coals wilh the tongs. 

This was the sixth day since she had renewed 
her acquaintance wilh Robert ; a tear rolled down 
her cheek without her perceiving it, and fell upon 
her hand. She was frightened at the sight, and 
hastily looked up at Stein, who was stonding 
silently beside her, and lost in contemplation of 
herself. She perceived he had seen the tear, and 
14* 
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ahe wished to efloce the impreasioa it might h&ve 
mule. 

"Come, DOW, chatter away," said she, smiling; 
" you used to be so talkative and fiill of argu< 
ment ; wherefore so dumb to^oy I Are you sad, 
or is it only a whim ?" 

" Bad spirits, baroness, aie generally catching ; 
you are not cheerful or bappy, therefore I am 
neither." 

" And can yon have leisure to think of my 
happiness?" inquired Cecilia, in a softened tone : 
" you who are to be married in a week, and who 
have before you the prospect of a paradise of 
household happiness! Oh, no ! you have other 
things lo think of than of an old aunt ! " 

" And whom should 1 think of with deeper, 
fonder affection than of her who aeems like an 
angel come down from heaven, — a saint sur- 
rounded with a halo of intellect and mind, — and 
a martyr wearing the thorny crown of love." 

Cecilia made a deprecating motion with her 
band, that stopped his rhapsodies short. " You 
have better and mote important things to think 
of," continued she ; " first of your love, with its 
different shades of feeling, and then of getting set- 
tled. You must set in order, in your head and 
heart, the chairs and tables of your future home ; 
you must arrange the drapery of your curtains 
and portierit, in your imagiDation. To a wed- 
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ied pair all snch objecta are sacred, as being; n 
put aod parcel of theii happiness. Yes, if over 
man haa a right to be selSsb and to forget the 
rest of the world, it ia at the moment when the 
wofd ' I ' indodea another self, in order to moko a 
paradise out of this double I." 

" A paradise that requires chaira and lablca ! " 
exclaimed Stein, with a sigh. 

" It matters not," observed Cecilia, " whether 
one's happiness rests on a cloud or a sofa." 

" Yet, notwithstanding, even the happiest union 
will always be a very imperfect paradise." 

" You ought not to express such sentiments, 
my nephew elect, at the very moment when you 
hare reached the gates of paradise," answered 
Cecilia, in a reproachful tone. 

" Then it is equally wrong in you, my severe 
judge, who are not one whit farther from the said 
doors than I am." 

"I?" cried Cecilia, proudly raising her head, 
" when did I ever express such thoughts 1 " 

" Not in words, it is true — but in a tear," an- 
swered Stein in a low voice. 

There was a pause. After a while Stein tonic 
up the conversation again : <■ How will you ever 
be able to live in the country?" said be; " the 
occupations of the country no longer suit you, 
and its pleasures have ceased being such for 



iizodb, Google 



164 A SIMPLE TILS OF LOTE. 

" How do you know that ? " said C^cilis, 
quickly. " Though I may not )ike to go Urk 
catching, nor to walk over stubble fields, because 
my shoes are thin and my feet lender; and 
though 1 see nothing poetical in the cultivation 
of potatoes, turnips, and com, yet the garden and 
hot'bouses will afford me both occupation and 
amusement. And though country assemblies, or 
the viaiis of the clergyman's &mily or of the neigh- 
boring gentry, may be tiresome enough, I have 
books, music, and my pallet, and the long winter 
evenings will he delightful if Robert likes to share 
them with me. You can't think how charming 
my imagination pictures these evenings. When 
the curtains are drawn, and the lamp throws a 
bright Ught over the whole room, and the fire 
crackles, and the urn is singing — all is so com- 
fortable, ao home-like ; not a step is heard on the 
aoft, thick carpet, no creaking boots, no unwel- 
come visitor, no invitation, rouses us from the 
happy state where all is so peaceful, so snug, so 
delightful. If you knew, dear Stein, how I long 
for this happiness, and for how many years I 
have longed for il! In town I had everything 
that lunury, society, amusements, and every kind 
of so called enjoyments, can give — all but love — 
and that is what my heart most stands in need 
of." 

"And will you find the love you stand in 
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■ucb need ofT" inquired Slein, wiih some em- 
phasis. 

Cecilia turned very pale ; she gazed at the firo 
&a a length of time, and at last Answered, in a 
neaHf inaudible voice — " If I do not meet with 
it, then shall I be wretched indeed." 

The lord of Wallen, afiei his abrupt dcpaiture 
firom Cecilia's house, had gone to live on ' the 
fomily estate, which had become his on the death 
of his paients. Another legacy having increased 
hia lands, be had given up all idea of enteiing 
the service of the state, in order to brm his prop- 
er^. He did not cultivate it afier the ihoughi- 
less &ahion of the fiirroers of the last century ; he 
was a thinking and intelligent agriculturist, who 
endeavored to come at the secrets and the wants 
of the soil, and to render it subservient to hi£ 
intentimis. In a few years his estate was worth 
half as much again, and was celebrated for ii5 
good management in the whole neigbborbood. 
His thoughts were continually intent on systems 
of irrigation and drainage. He worked in GoJ's 
fields, and he had taken upon him a holy olTii.'e 
in the temple of nature ; it was, therefore, not to 
be wondered at that polite literature, with its , 
gardens of sweet flowers, the world and its social 
^eoanres, and the fine arts with their train of 
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refined enjoymenis, should seTerally have gimt 
way to his ruling inclination. 

He retained nothing of his youthful days save 
his love for Cecilia. She dwelt in his soul under 
the various forma of the child who had played 
with him, the young maiden who used to dance 
with bim, and the wife of another who had con- 
fessed her love for him ; he remembered her 
alike in the simplicity of rural life, and the ele- 
gancies of her town abode ; in the innocence of 
childhood, or as the accomplished woman of the 
world. Other interests had consoled him for 
being separated from Cecilia, hat without blotting 
her image from his mind. And since the death 
of her husband, he had written to Cecilia about 
his love, bis wish that she should become his, 
and his plans for the future. These letters, which 
she received and answered, were full of matter. 
Her beloved correspondent seemed always pres- 
ent ; and now thai he was present, why did he 
seem so for ? How did it come about ? Cecilia 
could not understand what be hod accomplished 
in the space of four years. Yet she took a deal of 
trouble to try and understand it. He drove her 
round his estate in his drotchke ; he showed her 
the black soil that, but a few years back, was so 
hard and unproductive; then he talked of the 
harvest, and how much richer it was this year 
than ihe last He had raised himself into a 
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dinnity ; he bad worked together with die Crea- 
tor at the improTemeDt of the earth ; bat Cecilia 
could not perceive the wonders he had performed. 
Whether the soil were hlaclc or iHown, it was 
nothing but dirt in her eyes; and what were a 
few bushels of grain to her ? If be bad natural- 
ized pineapples and dates in Franconia, then, 
indeed, she might have said something to him. 

On the other hand, Robert often look no share 
in what interested her. " How will this suit ? " 
she would sometimes ask herself. And then she 
wonld bush up her fears with the assertion that 
"Love can blend the most opposite elements." 
But yet she had freqnent doubts on the very sub- 
ject of Robert's love. Was il her own jealous 
heart that made hei fancy Robert's look rested 
with singular complacency on the blooming 
Antoinette, and that Antoinette showed such 
especial friendliness in conversing with him, or 
accompanying him whenever he proposed a walk ? 
It was but yesterday (hat she came in as fresh as 
a rose, and said to Robert, as she took off her 
round straw hat, and arranged ber disordered 
locks : " I have just met your fiocks, and I con- 
gratulate you upon them. How they have im- 
proved of late years ! Wbnt beautiful wool ! " 
And then Robert gave her such a grateful, friendly 
smile I 

At dessert, too, he always helped her to cut 
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bread for ihe duckeoi; and he would go with ber 
to feed the speckled inhabitttnts of the iaim>jhid. 
Anioiaette was a blooming, merry child of the 
country, and Robert admired her good-humor, 
and her full, round, roay cheeka, and the interest 
she took in all that concerned hb own especial 
calling. 

" Aflei all, there ia no love in the case yet," 
thought Cecilia, whose penetration nothing con- 
cerning Robert could escape. On the other hand, 
she had not remarked how cold Stein had become 
towards Antoinette, ever since her arriml, and 
how he clung to herself more and more each day. 
Cecilia thought only of Robert, and loved him 
alone ; but she liked to converse with Stei4 
whose cultivated mind suited her own so well. 

Stein had really conceived the thought of 
breaking ofi* with Antoinette, and becoming united 
with Cecilia. He was romantic enough to want 
to apply the figure ckangez Itt dames in the 
French dance to die double marriage that was to 
take place in a week. Stein was headlong in 
his thoughts, and scarcely anything seemed to 
him impossible, if one did but sincerely wish it. 
His position, too, suited Cecilia's tastes and habits 
much better ; be lived in town, and was only a 
year or two younger than Cecilia. In short, ac- 
cording to him, nothing stood in the way of his 
wishes — except, indeed, the trifling circumsttmce 
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of [he consent of the three other parties. Could 
these three voices but give (he casting vote, four 
persona might then he made happy — at least, so 
he thought. 

As, therefore, CeclUa had expressed so vividly 
her longing for a return of love, Slein venmred 
to say, in a low, tremhling voice : " But Herr von 
Wallen loves Antoinette !" 

He said these words jusl as we throw a stone 
down a precipice to ascertain its depth. But 
Cecilia put her hand to her heart, and uttered a 
scream. He had given tongue to what she fore- 
saw. She looked up at him with her large hlue 
eyes, and said : " Is it really true, then ?" 

Stein nodded his head affirmatively. 

" Well, then, 1 am much to be pitied," con- 
tinued she, and sunk into a brooding silence. 

" And have you no pity for mel" asked Stein; 
" I shall lose a bride ! " 

" You will gel over it," said Cecilia, genlly, 
and then was silent again. 

" And have n't you a word of comfort for me ? " 
persisted Stein : " would it not be natural for the 
afflicted to unite, and endeavor mutually to replace 
what " 

" You will console yourself," interrupted Ce- 
cilia, hardly knowing what she said. She did 
not understand him ; his love, or <i marriage with 
him, or any other man than Robert, was so far 
15 
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fioin her thoughts, that she did not ereo foTesM 
sncb & possibiLiy. 

Stein bad taken his seat beside her; he seized 
her hand, kiased it, and held it in his. Cecilia 
did not withdraw it ; she held her handkerchief 
to her eyes with the other, and sobbed. 

" They are coming ! " cried Stein, jumping up, 
aa the sound of talking and laughter was heard 
in the court, and then on the stairs. Antoinette 
tripped in as fresh as a rose. 

" I have set six poor prisoners iree ! " cried she, 
triumphantly ; " they chirped and flew upwards 
so bst, and, when they were out of reach, they 
did rejoice so!" 

Antoinette only now perceived her annt's tear- 
ful eyes, and Stein's erobamissed demeanor. 
Unused to dissimulation, she frankly inquired 
what had happened, while Bobert, who remained 
standing near the door, hsd seen at a glance, with 
all the experience of a man of the world, a great 
deal of what was passing. He was uncertain as 
to what he should say or do. There are moments 
when the most resolute of men are compelled to 
remain passive. Robert thought it was best, for 
the present, to do as if he had observed nothing, 
and, after a few trifling observations on the wea- 
ther and the walk they came from, be left the 
room. Stein likewise went away. " I wonder," 
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thoug^ht he, " whether Cecilia loves me, or iriiether 
she understood me T" 

The two women remained alone. 

" Wherefore these tears, my dear aunt!" said 
Antoinette, kneeling beside Cecilia's chair and 
taking hold of her hand. 

" Have you not criedj too, sometimes, during 
the last few days?" inquired Cecilia, looking at 
her niece's eyes with a penetrating glance. 

"Oh yea! very often, when Stein neglected 
me, and was unkind and rough. He used to be 
quite difierent formerly, and, as we are to be mar- 
ried in a week, such conduct cannot be indifierent 
to me." 

" And can't you guess why he ia unkind ? " 

" I have done nothing to offend him," replied 
Antoinette, almost in a huff; " probably I am not 
witty or learned enough. I cannot tell a story 
so prettily as you do, my dear aunt ; but I think 
that all women cannot be equally intellectual — 
and besides, if Herr von Wallen thinks me intel- 
lectual enough to like my conversation, surely I 
am good enough for my lover ; for Herr von "Wal- 
len is a mijch more remarkable man than Stein. 
And, just now, did you not perceive Stein's be- 
havior ? Why did he not come to walk with us ? 
Why didn't be wish me good night i No — 
unless he explains everything, and alters very 
soon — not later than to-morrow — I won't marry 
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Un tt «Ut and 70a can solemnize yoni wedding 
alooe." 

Antoinette had been broaght up at a acbool in 
town, but was only acquainted with town life 
through the medium of school discipline tmdei a 
severe mistress. She had letnmed to hei Other's 
estate in the country with a heart brimfiJ of joy, 
and the first man she fell in with was Heir ron 
Wallen. He had appeared to hei the beau idial 
of a man, and after he had paid hei parents sev- 
eral visits, she assigned him the principal part in 
the drama of her heart's emotions. Wallea was 
likewise much occupied with Antoinette for a 
long while, and had entertained serious thoughts 
of choosing her for a companion for life, when 
Cecilia's husband died, and his former love was 
awakened anew. After Cecilia's first letter, he 
considered himself bound to her; be had then 
ceased coming so often to see Antoinette's parents, 
and being taken up with his altered feelings, his 
intercourse with her had diminished. It was, 
therefore, no difficult matter for young Stein to 
drive his image from her heart Circumstances, 
however, now again called it forth, and Antoi- 
nette yielded unconsciously to the impression. 

Cecilia's eyes rested a long time on the bloom- 
ing figure that knelt before her. " She is inno- 
cently disturbing my happiness," thought the 
aunt ; " Robert's love was the last card on which 
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1 had staked my whole existence, and Antoinette 
ia about to juggle it out of my hand. Sball I 
^rarn her of what ahe is doing? shall I appeal to 
her generosily? It may perhaps still be time. 
But no — I will let fate take its own course — a 
woman must keep her pride, not only towards the 
man she loves, but even towards her fate." 

"Why do you look at rae so, aunti" asked 
Antoinette, after a while; "what is the matter 
with you ? " 

" God preserre you, my child, both from injus- 
tice and misfortune," said Cecilia, kissing her on 
the forehead ; " now go, and sleep in peace, for 
it is getting late." 

" Late ? why, we have not yet had our supper, 
and the bell is just summoning us to the dining* 
room. Come, banish your sadness; you have 
grown quite silent and pale for the last three 
days." 

" Leave me, child, 1 don't feel well," said 
Cecilia, and she remained behind. 

Neither did Stein make his appearance at the 
supper table, which made the baron shake his 
head in a suspicious manner. " It was all going 
on so smoothly," said he to his wife, on retiring 
to their bed-chamber ; " and Antoinette was so 
happy with Stein, when in steps my romantic 
sister, and sets everything wrong. 1 wish she 
had remained in town, with her poetical feelings 
15* 
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and sentimental Monea ; they are of no use in 
the country." 

" It is inie enoug-h, that an intellectual woman 
never can be quiet," obseiTed the lady, who, being 
by no meana intellectual herself, was always ex- 
tremely quiet. 

" I know what I II do," said the baron ; " in- 
stead of keeping the two weddings in a week's 
time, we 'II celebrate them the day after to-mor- 
row ; it is best to take people unawares." 

The day that preceded this morrow was one 
of thai painful sort on which moral storms seem 
about to gather. Cecilia had a headache, owing 
to a sleepless night and (he repression of her feel- 
ings, and was obliged to keep her bed. Antoi- 
nette nursed her ; Robert came frequently to in- 
quire how she was, and the nurse gave him toler- 
ably long bulletins in the next room. Cecilia 
strained her organs of hearing in order to catch 
what they were saying ; but the words she heard 
were quite calculated to confirm her jealousy — 
flowers, animals, rural fetes, and so on, seemed 
to be the theme of their conversations, and not a 
syllable about feelings. 

Towards evening Cecilia sank to sleep, while 
Antoinette sat by her bed with a book in her 
band. The patient opened her Ups — " Let there 
be no marriage without loVe 1 " said she, in her 
dream. Antoinette laid down the book, and re- 



iizodb, Google 



A SIMPLE TALK OF LOVK. 175 

maiaed lost in ihoughl ; al length she rose from 
• her seal, and walked lo Cecilia's writing-desk, and 
having chosen one of her aunt's elegant sheets of 
perfumed pink note paper, she wiots a few lines 
10 Sl«in, which she intrusted to the care of Ce- 
cilia's maid. Scarcely were these dispatched, 
when she heard her own name softly pronounced 
in the ante-room. It was Robert who was calling 
her, in order to ask once more after Cecilia before 
he went to bed ; and Antoinette crept out on tip- 
toe not to disturb her aunt, leaving the door ajar 
lest the lock should make a noise. 

" She is asleep and dreaming," said Antoinette. 
" There is something peculiar in words spoken 
during sleep, that has almost an oracular effect on 
the listener. One would think one's senses 
would be duller when clogged by sleep, and yet 
the impression is as if (he mind was clearer, and 
possessed a deeper insight into truth." 

" And what did Cecilia say in her dream?" 
inquired Robert, on the tenterhook of eipecta- 

" Let there be no mariage toithoul love ! These 
words stare me in the fece, since an hour, just 
like the great board in our garden, that bids one 
' betrare of spring guns,* and seem a warning 
against sin and misfortune. I feel as if I had 
lived years in the space of an hour, so deeply 
have I been led to reflect on the subject." 
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Antoinelte was indeed quite pale and serious. 

" And what do you intend to do in consequence 
of this warning?" asked Robert. 

" I have already done it," answered Antoinette, 
with resolution. " I have written to Stein. I 
cannot marry him, for I do not love him; nor 
could I put ofi* my decision any longer ; it quite 
weighed upon my bouI. Did I not do right ?" 

" You did right, because you are a woman ; 
bat as for me, honor binds me ; I am obliged to 
wed without loving." 

"Good God!" exclaimed Antoinette, "youT 
— without loving? O, my poor aunt!" 

"Poor aunt, indeed!" said a soft, mournful 
voice by her side, and Cecilia appeared between 
them in a white dressing-gown, over which iihe 
had thrown an Indian shawl, whose sofl drapery 
enfolded her delicate figure. " But you shall not 
be unhappy, my child, because I am doomed to 
be BO. Robert, you are free from the bonds that 
honor would not allow you to break ; you are 
free from my love ; make Antoinette happy. 
You love one another ; I made out the hiero* 
glyphics of yotir feelings, because my own tanght 
me to understand them, and my heart was nearly 
broken in the task." 

CeciUa trembled as she joined their hands, 
ViA while they sunk into each other's arms in 
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an ecstasy of delight, she tattered back to her 
room, and laid herself down on her bed. 

The old baron was in the habit of smoking 
with hia future son-in-law and Robert every even- 
ing aflei the ladies had retired. The prepara* 
tions for next day's wedding had been carried on 
quietly, and when Robert went away to ask after 
Cecilia, the lord of the manor could not keep his 
secret any longer in his bosom, but unfolded it to 
young Stein. The latter handed him Antoinette's 
note, which ran thus : — " Let there be no mar- 
riage without love ! I have discovered that we 
do not love each other ; it is well that we are still 
both free. Be happy without Antoinette." 

"Short and plain!" cried the baron, very 
much provoked ; " what the deuce haa turned the 
little witch's head ? It must be my sister, with 
her high-flying romantic notions." 

He hastened to Cecilia's chamber, and reached 
the ante-room just as the first embrace was taking 
place near the window. 

" Give us your blessing ! " cried Robert, as he 
entered, " and then nothing will be wanting to 
our happiness," 

" Yes, papa, then we shall all be happy !" en- 
claimed Antoinette. The happy pair did not 
hear the low soU)ing in the next room, but the 
hanm had heard it as he passed the half-open 
door. 
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" And Cecilia ? " inquired he. 

•• Cecilia loves Stein !" said Robert, emphad- 
. calty ; for he was convinced that bei giving him 
up 90 quickly could only be accounted for on 
these grounds. 

"And Stein loves Cecilia!" asserted Aotoi- 
nctte ; her frequently wounded vanity having led 
her to hit on the truth. 

" Then we can still have a double wedding!" 
cried the baron, highly delighted with this ex- 
change, that fixed his daughter in the neighbor- 
hood, "and the ceremony shall tfike place to- 
mono w." 

" What ! to-morrow 1 " cried Robert, exult- 
ingly. 

"So soon as to-morrow?" murmured Antoi- 
nette, blushing ; and once more the happy pair 
embraced each other, and everybody retired to 
rest. 

Od the following morning Cecilia sent Antoi- 
nette a chest foil of presents ; her own tratiismu 
was added to the wedding gifls intended for her 
niece, and Antoinette was much pleased with 
everything. Cecilia was busy preparing for her 
departure when Stein sent in his name, request- 
ing to see her. The room already looked bare, 
and had no longer that comfortable appearance 
which Cecilia so soon imparted to any four walla 
that she happened to inhabit, by means of books. 
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flowers and cushions. Stein would £un have 
spoken to liei alone, but the lady's maid was 
present, and Cecilia nevei thought of sending her 
away. Cecilia looked so pale that she scarcely 
appeared like a woman with a heart full of tumul- 
taous beatings and ardent sensations, and one 
whose mouth' was made to be kissed ; and yet he 
was come to make her a declaration of love. He 
was obliged to speak French on account of the 
presence of the lady's maid. 

" We are both left alone," said he ; " will yon 
not go through life in company with me ?" 

Cecilia turned her large eyes upon him, with 
a cold, serious, yet inquiring look, — "I do not 
understand you," said she, in the toneless voice 
of one awaking from a trance. 

" Be mine — and give me the hand that but a 
short lime ago you were about to bestow on 
another. That other did not love you, — but I, 
Cecilia, love you ! " 

Cecilia held her handkerchief to her eyes, 
and motioned him away, with the words — " No ! 
never!" — and Stein hastened away. His car- 
riage was soon heard driving out of ihe court. 

In a few hours Cecilia's carriage was packed, 
and the horses only were waited for. Cecilia 
would not spoil the wedding rejoicings. Antoi- 
mtte hung on her neck, and sobbed. " Dearest 
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sonli" said she, " what tt sad end is this to year 
pretty love story!" 

■' Did I not tell yoa, at the same time, that 
love is like a rariegaled soap-bubble, which 
bursts bat too easily at the cold touch of the outer 
world ?" 

" But to think that it should be I who destroy 
your happiness ! I fancied you loved Stein, and 
had purposely taken him from me." 

" Did 1 not tell you that many lies are woven 
into the web of love ; that it displays a thousand 
falsehoods, like the chameleon ; and that it is dif- 
ficult to distinguish between truth and inven- 
tion?" 

" But your love story was really a holy pic- 
ture, painted in the truest colors, and I believed 
in it." 

" Always believe in really tine feeUngs, my 
child ; the holy picture still lives in my heart 
too, only the cobweb that connected it with the 

" Woe to me ! 1 snatched hold of the delicate 
threads as mischievously as a child." 

" Do not dash your happiness with any self- 
reproaches, my child, and let me ga forth into 
the world, which has nothing left to oSer me. 
Let me return to society — I am accustomed to 
its solitude of the heart ! " 

" And Stein ? " inquired Antoinette. 
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'' Stein's lot is cast in a different path hi 
nUne; I might appreciate and understand him 
ab a transient acqaaintancei becaase I generally 
Btli ant a jewel let it be set as it may ; bnt as to 
lore — oh no! — Stein's male vanity quite de- 
ceived him in thai respect — bat Stein will con- 
sole himself." 

" You will die of grief, aunl ! " cried Antoi- 
nette, sobbing aloud, as the travelling carriage 
drew up, and Cecilia turned towards the door. 

" Women do not die of grief, as I lately told 
you," answered the latter, solemnly, " and I shall 
not die either; give me but time to be myself 
again, and then you shall see rae once moie — 
perhaps consoled." 

Robert lifted Cecilia into the cacriage. Since 
he had seen Stein depart, and had learned that 
Cecilia did not love him, be was deeply struck 
by her generosity. She appeared to him like a 
saint, because she had been able to give himself 
up. He did not know, it eeeras, that without his 
love he could be nothing to her, and that she 
only loved him on account of his love. What 
she mourned over was his extinguished passion, 
on the eternal duration of which she had founded 
her whole happiness. 

When Robert look hold of her, and h(led her 
into the carriage, she trembled violently, but she 
did not look at him. " Drive on .' " cried she to 
16 
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the coachnutn. Antoinette Mbbed Tiolentijr fir 
half an hour on Robert's bosom. The Bonnd of 
mnnc woke her at length from hei sorrow. It 
was the peasants of Robert's estatOt that came, 
anidst the strains of merriment, to fetch the bridal 
pair — and Cecilia was foj^^otteo. 
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Hy mother ! if from yon blessed sphere, 

Where now the stars so brig-htly shine, 
Thou canst behold the sorrowing here 

Of hearts that raoum and grieve like mii: 
Oh! if the "just made perfect" see 

The ills they nerer more can know, 
Shed down one beam of Hope on me, 

To light me through this v&le of voe ! 

For I haTe fought and struggled on 

Through griefs I can no longer bear, 
Till e'en the ahade of Hope is gone, 

And nought is left but dark despair. 
Bless'd spirit ! if from yon bright sphere 

It is permitted thee to know 
The griefs of one so cherished here, 

A lay of Hope on me bestow ! 

The prayer is answered; o'er my soul 
Descends a peaceful, holy calm, 
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And o'er grief's wounds distils its balm— 

That ppBce the world can ne'er bestow, 
That bringelh healing on its wings, 

The only cure for ills below — 
The peace reli^on ever brings ! 
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Ik a lof^ room a lad]r fair 

Sits plying the silken thread, 
She doth not the bitter bondage share 

Of the tribe who toil for bread ; 
On the graceful folds of her rich attire 

The glittering sunbeam falls ; 
Not such are the sad ones who work for hire 

In the hovel's whitened walls : 
The wreaths that beneath her fingers bloom 

Seem fresh from their native bowers, — 
Why doth she wear such a glance of gloom 

Aa she bends o'er her silken flowers ? 

Around her are splendid works of taste. 
Yet to view them she never deigns,— 

By her side a golden harp is placed. 
Bat she doth not wake its strains ; 

She wOl not cast on the poet's lays, 
Or the scholar's page, a look, 
16* 
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Thon^ wont from the dawn of hei cbiUuh days 

To gnmp, and to prize a book. 
Strange that she thus should the pudma ali^ 

So meet for ber leisnTe hoars ! 
Strange that she tadljr irom mom till night 

Sits wearing her siUien flowers ! 

(Ni 1 languor hath crept o'er that lady ftii. 

Since she felt Afflictioa'a sting, 
And she may not walk in the fresh, free air, 

And she may not read or sing ; 
Ladolence wooa her with stealing speQ, 

But the spell she would bin withstand, 
So she strives ber doleful thou^ts to queQ 

By the work of ber active hand ; 
At ber will the rich red roses blow, 

And the stately lily towers, 
But she cannot still the sense of woe 

By the charm on her silken flowera. 

She thinks on the parents who once caiessad 

The child of their hope and pride, — 
She thinks on the dme, more dear, more blest, 

When she smiled as a joyous bride : 
They are gone — the husband of her lore, 

And her parents good and kind ; - 
She knows that they live in bliss abora, 

But she weeps to be left behind : 
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And the oijJuned daughter and widowed wife 

Sighs over post happy hours, 
As she wakea the fresh green leaves to life 

That circle her silken flowers. 

She thinks on those who the needle {dy 

Id hanger, in want, and cold, 
She gives them her gentle sympathy, 

And she gives them hei ready gold ; 
Lavishly ofl lo the weary poor 

la hei kindly bounty shown, 
Bni she feeb that the aorrows that gold can con 

Mast be lighter than her own : 
The goigeous time>piece she sadly eyes 

That tells forth the lagging hours. 
As she weaves bright threads of rainbow dyes 

In her vivid silken flowers. 

The woes of the poor have been sung full well, 

Who wearily sew and stitch, 
But I wish that out minstrels would sometimes 
tell 

Of the suffenngs of the rich ! 
I wish they would sing of the grief and gloom 

That may fill the heart and head, 
When fragrance breathes through the gilded room 

And the banquet is duly spread : 
Labor might strengthen the sinking health, 

And might brace the mental powers, 
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tTnnerved by the downy couch of wealth, 
And the frame of silken flowers. 

And I &in would lead some baid of fiune 

To the room where that lady fair 
Daily is sitting alone at her frame. 

With a blow and a mind of care,— 
Trembling to lift up her dark, soft eyes, 

From the work by her fingers wronf^t) 
And nursing the bitter memoiiea 

Of enduring, changeless thought, — 
fusing awhile, in a bud oi leaf. 

While her tears descend in showers, 
And feeUng that never can deep, true grief 

Find a solace in silken flowers ! 
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Do yon not obsetre the gentle unile and large, 
a&ctionate eyeb of Minna Mordauat 1 Look, I 
pray you, at the roundness of her aim, and the 
beauty of hei taper fingers; — there, hanging on 
the edge of her basket as daintily as if they rested 
on the strings of a guitar : — how they ever raised 
that basket, full of round, white eggs, to the top 
bar of the stile, is a wonder to me. I never in 
my life gaw e^s. so badly packed. Why, there 
is not a blade of straw in the basket to prevent 
the one from crushing against the other ! How 
exquisitely the black velret baud, with its rich 
clasp, sets off the deUcale fairness of her throat ! 

In years long past, there dwelt — just where 
you see the spiie of the Tillage church peering 
above yonder trees — a courtly gentleman, — a 
man of &shion, — proud as proud might be, 
stately, rich, — ay, very rich, — an only son; — 
and only sons, 1 have observed, unless well 
tutored in theii childhood, ate seldom much be- 
loved; the. selfishness which springs and flour- 
ishes in the hearts of all youths, requires careful 
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pToning, or elae it growa into a linil and loath- 
some weed, duddng the plants of honest Tinae, 
which yield, in hnmUer soils, a useful fruitage. 
This only son was rich, and proud, and hand- 
" some, gay and thoughtless, — thoug^eas of every- 
thing but tdf: — there are many snch, even in 
the present age. Virtue and honor do not keep 
pace, in these improving times, with what is gen- 
erally termed intellect. But this has naught to 
do with Minna MordaunL 

This great man famintd he loved the daughter 
of one of the formers who rented a portion of his 
father's estate, — a sinqile country girl she was, 
but the piide of the trtiole village — a beauty 
really rustic; — and he frequently met her at that 
same stile where Hinna Mordannt is now stand- 
ing : ihert, dressed in the very bshion you have 
but now looked upon, with her eggs proper^ 
arranged for market, often has the rich gentle- 
man waited the poor girl's coming; — ay, uid 
after a little while, An waited too for Mm. I do 
not like to give new readings of old stories ; — 
the poor girl loved, and— was forsaken. She 
could not bear that those who once admired and 
regarded should consider her disgraced; — she 
felt she was forsaken, and she left her father's 
cottage one long autumn night, and managed her 
escape and her concealment with so much secrecy 
that no one knew her motive, nor any, save het 
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mother, her dishonor; in six months from her 
departure, the mother and the secret slept within 
the aame grave, beneath the shadow of the old 
church-wall ; — you may aee the grave now, if it 
please you walk so far ; — it is much talked of 
in the village, for one night there sprung over 
it a tomb of the whitest marble, as if from the 
green grass, and on it were engraven only these 
words : — 

"WE CAN HAVE BtJT ONE MOTHER !" 

Time passed on : the fanner died, — the daugh- 
ter and her mysterious disappearance were alike 
forgotten. The " only son" of our story had also 
buried his lather, and increased in wealth, and in 
pride, and in honors ; but, I know not bow it was, 
there was a shadow over him, and over all he 
did; — he prospered, yet he was not blessed ; — 
he married a right noble lady, beautiful and of 
high blood, and it was said be loved her, — per- 
haps he did. I have witnessed some cranks and 
turns in what the world called " love," which 
seemed to me far more more like hale. They 
livi-d together many years, but the lady's lips for- 
got their smiles, and her voice its music : then at 
last she also died, leaving her husband a very 
glorious heriiage — five noble boys. 

It was most strange; but, one by one, those 
children drooped, faded, and, in less than six 
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yean after their mother's funeral, fire coffins, aD 
of difieient lengths, were placed within the ranlt 
with hen. 



It was a annny day in June ; the windows of a 
spacious drawing-ioom in the chief hotel at Do- 
Ter were open, yet the rays of the " god of day" 
were carefully excluded by closely-drawn blinds; 
— a lady reclined upon a sofa, and her daughter, 
seated by her side, was reading to her from an 
open volume that rested on her knees; two 
mulatto women were arranging various packages ; 
and it was evident that the party had recently 
landed from an Indftman, which, from the win- 
dows of the room, was distinctly visible. The 
mother was dressed in widow's weeds, the daugh- 
ter in slight mourning. 

" I am tired of that book," exclaimed the elder 
lady ; " do find something to amuse me, Minna." 

" Birth, deaths and marriages," exclaimed the 
young lady, smiling, and taking up a paper. 
She read, first the births, then the marriages, then 
the deaths : the last on the dark list was as fol- 
lows: — 

" Died, on the morning of the 7th, at Mor- 
daunt-halt, Edwin, last surviving child of the 
Honorable Charles Leopold Danforth Mordaunt, 
to the inexpressible anguish of his father, who 
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hu flawed his amiable and accompliahed wife, 
and fiTB BonB, to the grare Withia six years." 

A shriek &om one of the Ayahs toid the young 
lady that her mother had &inted. 

Mrs. Browdon was the widow of an old gen- 
eral officer of the Bengal establishment, who bad 
taken it into his head to marry when most men 
think of death ; and soon ailer his final departure 
from drill and dinners, the physicians abroad sent 
his widow to Etirope, to recorer her health, 
which, they said, her native air wonld restore. 
She did not believe them. 

About three hours aftei Mrs. Browdon had 
fiunted, her daughter was sitting on the same spot 
altme with her mother. She was deadly pale, 
and the tresses of her silken hair clung to cheeks 
which were soaked with tears. 

" Vou know all now, Minna," said Mrs. Brow- 
don, " you know all now ; yet you have not cursed 

Minna fiung herself on her knees by her 
mother's couch, and pressed her weak and fading 
form to her bosom. 

"I have told yon all — all — how I was de- 
ceived, — howl fled my home, — how you, my 
child, were bom, — how true a friend I found, — 
how she protected me, — how I met General 
Browdon, who, believing me a widow, offered ma 
his hand, — how I risked all, and told him \ba 
17 



iizodb, Google 



194 MINNl XORDAnMT. 

TRVTS; — but the old man loved me still; h« 
called me weaJt, not wicked, — Ae pitied, and for- 
gave; — but, Minoa, youi mother could not for- 
give herself; your sweetest smiles were ever my 
leproocbeB, — silent, unmeant, yet still reproach- 
ful. And now, that you know all, you do not 
curse me, Uinna ! Con you, can you forgive 
me?" 

" My dearest mother, you know I do ; you 
know I haue ever, ever toill bless you, and the 
kind old general — A« was not my father? Then 
UH me of my father, — my real, real iathet," said 
the lovely girl. 

" Jdinna, he is sonless," replied her mother ; 
" what you read was his record." 

" Dear mother, then," exclaimed hei daughter, 
all woman's feelings rallying round her heait, — 
" dearest mother, cannot yon, too, pity and for- 
give ? " 

" Forgive, as I was myself forgiven," said Mrs. 
Browdon. "I can — I can — I do forgivf^, and 
from my soul I pity him," 

Alas ! why should so sweet a face as Minna's 
be linked to so sad a tale ? It is like wrealhing 
a garland of cypress round a rooss-roae ! and yet 
the siory must be told : — it has already recorded 
many deaths ; it must note another. 

Mrs. Biowdon's presentiment on leaving India 
was too fotally fiilfilled ; the doctor's prophecies 
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jKOTcd false ; the breezes of its native country 
could not renovate a plant which had blossomed 
and fiided under the fervid excitement of the East : 
she felt that her very hours were numbered, and 
she immediately wrote, recommending her child 
to the protection of — a father! 

" Had I found," she wrote, " on my return to 
England, that you were encircled by blessings, 
you should have remained ignorant of the exis- 
tence of your daughter, but, knowing your be- 
reavements, it would be ill of me to take from yon 
the only child the Almighty has spared you," 

" You are so like what 1 was at your age, my 
child," she said, as she placed the letter in 
Minna's hands, " that if Mordaunt could but 
see you in the dress he first saw me at the foot 
of the church hill, resting against the stile which 
divides Mordannt>park irom Woodbine-hollow, it 
would hardly need this letter to tell him who you 
are. 

" We cherish first afiections with a tenderness 
and care which the interest and feelings of after- 
life look for in vain. I have received homage, 
such as is never paid to our eex in England ; 
my robes have been sewn with pearl ; and you 
will find, Minna, treasures of gold, silver, and 
brocades, such as are seldom seen, within those 
caaoa ; yet, yonder, in that small green trunk is 
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the TemnaiU of something that I lorcd iriND I 
wu happiest." 

At her mother's desire, Minaa bitrag^t Ae 
box : her thin, trembling fingers undid the fasten- 
ings; — there were no brocades, no gold, no jew- 
els! It contained nothing, save the straw cot- 
tage-hat and dress of an English peasant girL 
Minna looked into her mother's eyes,— she 
dreaded that she raved, — bat those beatitifiU 
eyes were mild and calm, and full of tears. 

" Beneath," the continued, " ia a baskeL 
When first I met Hm, that basket hung upon my 
arm, filled with a tribute &om our humble home- 
stead, which it was my duty to carry to hit 
mother. I remember, on my return, his filling 
that basket, Minna, with roses — ay, roeei 1— but 
not roses without tkorru. Those were my lobee 
of innocence ! 1 scorned them afterwards, and 
wore others, which I then called .^Enc.- these were 
discarded; but in my affliction I remembered 
them, and brougbl them with me > a feeling of 
mingled pain and pleaanre nt^ed me to do so. I 
thought they would recall my innocence ; but no ! 
that could not be : I am sure they stimulated me 
to after good ; and perhaps their coarseness hept 
me humble, — at least they hare caused me many 
tears ; and tears, my child, soften and fertiliae the 
heait ; we learn of teara what we cast ofi* with 
smiles ! " 



iizodb, Google 



XCmA MORDATJNT. 197 

Poor lady ! ahe died that night ; not, however, 
without further couTerse with her daughter. 

Minna ia a little time repaired lo her mother's 
Dative village; ahe learned that her father had 
grown more morose than ever; that he shunned 
all society. 

" I have never seen him smile," said the old 
landlord of the inn. 

" But I have seen him weep," said the still 
older landlady, " and that last Sunday, at the stile 
called ' Beauty's Ladder,' where, long ago, he 
often met poor Minny Graham : he goes there 
every Sunday when he ought lo be at church." 

" And so ought you, dame, not spying after 
your landlord; at any rate, you should be wise 
enough lo keep your news to yourself. What 
gentleman, think you, likes to be seen crying?" 

" Better, I guess," replied the dame, " to be 
ashamed of the sin than ashamed of the tears : I 
am sure I did not think there was a tear in him 
till I saw it." 

The next Sunday, " the strange young lady," 
as Minna was called by the villagers, was not at 
church. Need I say where she was ! 

Turn to the picture, — there she is! and the 
black gorget round her throat, which, I foigot to 
mention, her mother clasped with her own fingers 
the very night she died. 

Mordaimt was proud of his daughter. The 
17* 
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lonely place in Us heart wu filled ; he had Mine- 
thing to love, — something belonging to himself; 
he fell hia yonih renewed while looldng on the 
image of what, in his yonlh, he hnioux, thon^ 
for a little time, really lored. 
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Laugh not, nor weep ; hut let ihine eyes 
Grow soft and dim (so love should be ;) 

And be thy bieathiog tender) quick, 
And tremulous, whilst I gaze on thee. 

And let thy words be few or none ; 

But murmurs, such as soothe the air 
In summer when the day is done, 

Be heard, sweet heart, when I am there. 

And I — oh ! /, in those sofl times. 
When all around is still and sweet. 

Will love thee more s thousand times, 
Than if the world was at thy feet ! 
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" What is the first mortification which a di- 
hUante in society is likely to encounter ?" asked 
Mary St John ; who, having attained to the ease 
of her third ball, was just venturing to be herself. 

" To a proud nature like yours," I repUed, 
" the first mortification will be the discovery that 
any man, young or old, handsome or ugly, clever 
or stupid, to whom you are commonly civil, will 
fancy you have a design ou his hand." 

" Well, that would be vexatious ! " she returned 
incredulously, with a slight toss of her lofly head ; 
" but as I wish to dance through several seasons 
.without having any preference, (eicept for agree- 
able dancers,) I shall make no distinctions on 
which vanity could find the smallest resting- 
place." 

" That system will not save you ; ihey vrill 
class you as a general flirt, seeking the best parti, 
under the guise of good-tempered indifference. 
Every old fop, every purple-banded ' Westmin- 
ster lad,' will talk as though he could obtain your 
alliance at the first offer." 
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" Ob, bombl« ! Tou will drire me into a 
nnniiMy, lather than serve for gossip among 
* match discussers,' who seem to ihinic one can't 
' look li^p7 without some design. 1 know what 
I will do ; — I will talk to married men only, and 
thus defeat all evils." 

" Worse and worse ! " I replied, to the mortifi- 
cation of my experimentalist: "the feeling of 
seourity in conversing with married men imparts 
a friendly ease to the tone of young women, 
which is often misinterpreted, ^en you would 
think it impossihle." 

" But I would be equally intimate with their 
wives," persevered Mary, ere she gave up this 
nvwplan. 

" It would he an unfriendly intimacy on one 
side," I replied. "Women, though painfully 
convinced that their husbands have long ceased 
to care for them, experience fresh pain or mortifi- 
cation at each fancied instance of their wandering 
foomentaiy attention. To every wife we will 
allow a clique of three or four female friends ; 
and these would unsparingly sting you to death 
in society, if you adopted your paten t-safety .con- 
versation Byatem," 

"Then what course will save me from the 
alternative of a wound to my pride, or a slander 
en mymorab?" she inquired, gravely; and as 
my stOTe of worldly experience did not furnish me 
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with a reply, I was " right glad" to see a hand- 
some partner lead bet away at the moment. 

" A pretty dilemma for that li rely, high-spirited 
creature ! " exclaimed a voice behind me ; and I re- 
cogfnized the agreeable cynic. Colonel Wentwofth, 
with whom I had vo^ed aa eternal friendly feud. 
" Your maxims will draw upon her the dislike of 
our Bex ; for, notwithstanding our grumbling, we 
like you creatures to spread youi nets around 
our paths. A woman who, from any cause, 
omits the nsoal pains lo please a man, derives no 
credit with him for her motive, for he always 
decides she had not the power of being more 
agreeable ! " 

" And yet, I am sure, you must know that I 
have the power of being more agreeable than I 
make myself to yon," I said, daring my foe. 

" By no means. You take all this trouble to 
be piquante, because you fancy I like a Beatrice ! " 
be replied, walking away with a provoking look. 

A prolonged attendance on a beloved invalid, 
and the retirement consequent on their loss, made 
me almost a stranger to the occurrences of society, 
when my friends urged me to reenter it, to shake 
off the unhealthy apathy of my mind. 

From a shady, quiet comer of a ball-room I 
recognized many fair creatures passing, whom a 
few years in the world had sadly altered. Instead 
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of the geatle reply of fonner dajra, they com- 
menced Bparkliog conveTsatioos, shook haods in- 
timately with most men, wore less blond over 
theii ahoulders, and called attention to the actions 

of "that naughty Mrs. B ," or "how silly 

Lady C was with George Forester;" the 

youDg men being all designated by their Chris- 
tian names. 

Colonel Wentworth, who had discovered my 
retreat, assisted my memory in many instances, 
where change of fashion, &c., confused me; and 
he was delighted at the opportunity which my 
ignorance afforded for his cynical descriptions; 
although, in teyenge for fonner injuries, I told 
him such questions proved that my estimate of his 
conversation was only " up to Court-Guide point." 

In the midst of one of his lively tirades against 
women, I became so lost in speculation that I for- 
got to reply. Seated apart I saw a lady whose 
countenance I seemed to know as in a dieam ; 
her expression was sad though (fulness, at times 
almost painful ; she was in mourning, and evi- 
dently an invalid, from the afieciionate interest 
evinced by her own sex, the chair beside ber being 
occupied in succession by all those whose esteem 
I knew to be valuable, and who seemed lavish in 
their kindness to her. 

Colonel Wentworth impatiently followed the 
direction of my eyes, and he exclaimed. " Oh, 
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yon recogniie yooi fonner pniHl. althoogh sh« 
has braided np ber fluwiog hair like a coquette 
en piniteiKe; and she hai left off her eternal 
langfiteT, ever since she behaved h ilL" 

" Mary St John," I replied, " behared ill ! 
What can yon mean ? — for she has been tJSec- 
tionalely g^reeted by all the beat of hei own sex in 
the room." 

" No doubt they have some fine name foi her 
conduct," he repUed petulantly; "but, tslce the 
word of a man of the world, she is an anant 
Jilt!" 

To me, this coarse but too-frequent phrase con- 
veys so much worldliness, false hopes, nay, delib- 
etate deceit, that I felt my heart close against my 
former friend, though her appearance had awak- 
ened my interest. Colonel Wentworth, satisfied 
- with " the capital hit," as he would have termed 
it, had gone off ere I recovered from my astonish- 
ment; so I could obtain no particulars, but sal 
chafing on the hateful appellation. 

While ruminating on the difference between 
my imaginary portrait of a flirting, heartless 
"jilt," and the quiet manner, quite devoid of 
coquetry, of the parly before me, she chanced to 
recognize me across the room ; and, with the 
frank smile which had won my regard in fonner 
days, she made a signal for my approach. 

" You are very good to come over," said she. 
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eztending both hands, ■> but I am not airon^ 
cDOogh to cross (he room. The cause of my 
presence at this toirie is, that I nro a visitor in 
the house." 

My greeting, I fancy, was not what ahe ex- 
pected ; for Miss St. John seemed painfully lur- 
piised, aad, after a constraioed attempt at convnr- 
satioQ, she said, " I am going to ask you a favor : 
will you call on mu here early to-morrow, to in- 
dulge an invalid in talking of old times i and I 
will release you now, aa you seem tired?" 

I assented, with the beat grace I could summon, 
and gladly withdrew. 

How strange it is', that al\er a sepanlion, 
(sometimes of only a few months,) we do not 
resume an intimacy at exactly the degree where 
we left off. _ Between lovers this is iho least foil, 
because there is a plentitude of happinods in each 
other's presence, which, needing few words, does 
not betray embarrassment. But the most uttaulxid 
friends must own they have experienced this 
awkward, stupid, sensation, which has cauacd 
them to utter commonplace phrases, while llii'ir 
thoughts were fulk of afiection and themes of 
mutual interest ; and neither dared to commence 
the latter, as though some estrangement had 
occurred between minds which had parted under 
perfect understanding. 
IS 
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On the following: moming, being desirous of 
faBving mjr viait over, I went very early to call on 
Miss Sl John, and fouod ihe drawing-rooms on- 
occupied; but from a boudoir, at tbe extreme of the 
second Toom, I heard hei singing. The well- 
known contralto Toic« had lost most of its power ; 
and the accompaniment was executed with a 
feeUe hand. 

The sad melody, I well remembered, was & 
composition of her own — aa doubtless were the 
words — which consisted of an affectionate address 
lo her mother, her only relative. 

How strange, I thought bitterly, that the heart 
can be alive to one beautiful afiection, and yet 
ruthlessly sport with the unpaid attachment of 
another ! 1 would not allow the stanzas to have 
full influence against my dislike lo my former 
friend, but entered the boudoir ere she had con- 
cluded. 

Tears were in her eyes, but she greeted me 
with much feeling ; and ere I had lime to sum- 
mon one of the before-named horrid common- 
places of embarrassment, she said — 

" I am deeply pained by the change in your 
manner, which, as 1 hare done nothing to deserve- 
itt must be the result of something you have 
heard." 

I endeavored to wave the discussion, but she 
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. " I can giless ^hat has shocked youT franki 
slraightforwaid character ; some one has told you 
the report that I am &jilt." 
. "They have," I replied; "and I shall be too 
happy to hear you hav« oever given cause for the 
distinction." 

; I shall never forget the look of pain, distress, 
and sorrow, (yel unmixed with self-reproach,) 
.which accompanied her faint, slow words : "I 
•have given the world cause thus to mistake me, 

■, I had come with an unacknowledged hope of 
hearing a single accusation satiafactorily denied : 
I received, instead, a confession of a double per- 
fidy! I did not wait for the invalid to recover 
'from her passion of tears ; hut, without further 
comment, I left the house. 
!. On reaching homed leaint that Colonel Went- 
worth had used the privilege of an old friend, by 
inviting himself to tea, en famiUe, with us in the 
evening. He arrived in high, spirits, and seemed 
intent on' having'a laughiAg skirmish regarding 
Miss St. John ; as he had heard, in the morning 
I was gone to visit her. 

I ,w&S too much preoccupied and vexed to 
maintain any position against him ; and when a 
letter was hroughi to me, I gladly availed myself 
of his request that I would not defer its perusal. 
The writing, though changed from weakness, I 
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At oDce reci^ized as Miss St JtAn'a. Tin 
tetter was ta follows : — 

" Your g;ood opioioo is of so much nine to 
me, my early friend, that I infringe on a strict 
prohibition against the fatigae of writing, in order 
to explain my startling declaration of this morn- 
ing ; the very indignation you then showed being 
a fresh tie to bind you to me. 

" The false judgment of the vrorld, in nine 
cases out of ten, does not arise from its erroneous 
standard of right and wrong, but from the &ct 
that the worst people take most pains to tell their 
own Uatoiiea to advantage, white the really Feli- 
intentioned take the least heed of ai^annces. 

" Having all my life acted on strict, unshaken 
-principles, and obtained the approbation of all 
those I Talne, I would not heed any idle gossip 
of society — of which, indeed, I have no reason 
to complain — except its misapplication, in my 
case, of the coarse and unamiable epithet of a jilt, 
which, however unmerited, would shock any 
woman of feeUng. To prove how little roy coit- 
duct would deserve it, is my motive for address* 
ing you. 

" Shortly after your painful duty called you 
from society, we went into the country, where I 
received a proposal of marriage from an intelli- 
gent person, possessing many excellent qualities. 
I did not wish, however, to marry so early from 
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my happy home ; noi would the individual have 
suited my romautic taste ; therefore I declined i(, 
decidedly, and in writing, so as to prevent mie- 
take. 

" You are aware of my isolated position, with- 
out &ther or brother, to whom the viaita of young 
men might be paid; hence we are precluded 
from knowing any very intimately, and from 
acquiring any knowledge of their habits and pur- 
suits elsewhere. 

. "The individual, however, who had honored 
me by his preference, requested that he might be 
, allowed, as a friend, to visit still at our house ; 
and, in consequence of his estimable character, 
gnamma willingly conceded to him the privilege 
of our sincere regard. 

"This increased intimacy naturally extended 
to his family, who were many in number, vari- 
ous in disposition, but all equally unpopular in 
society. 

" I consider a man or woman, who marries 
into a numerous family, has a proportionately 
decreased chance of happiness. Setting aside 
the variety of new connections they will bring, 
which may prove ineligible, there ia an impossi- 
bility — without deceit — of pleasing a large fam- 
ily : the non-contents, whose vanity has not been 
won, are the most active in the family-jury ; so 
the verdict is unfavorable against the stranger. 
18* 
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haigt bmiliei, like military-meafles, keep their 
legud for their own members, and often care for 
Doae besides. 

"As I had no near relative who mi|:ht be 
unsuited to any individual I married, my wish 
would naturally be to meet one nearly as free. I 
had seen woman's wedded happiness less fre- 
quently destroyed by her husband's conduct, than 
by his relations. When these disliked her, they 
knew so well what trifles would most affect him, 
on which they would enlarge ; and even sensible 
men are so much swayed by early habit, ihat 
they coincide with those whom they have known 
and deemed right from inbncy. 

" In the country, I was reading and stadjring 
closely after London idleness, and my friend, being 
scientific, was a sort of fraternal reference in my 
studies. I was loo busy, then, to notice the idle 
witticisms on his attachment; or to heed the 
appearance of encouragement (in the world's 
estimation) which our intimacy might give to 
the hopes I had decidedly ended, and which I 
thought time had subdued without the pain of a 
direct reference on either side. Guess, then, my 
sorrow — my distress — when, long after resuming 
my London habits, I received an appeal as to 
what my feelings then were ! Not a moment did 
I lose in correcting the error; and the party, 
with noble candor, acquitted me of any share in 
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the mntake into which he had unfortunaMly I«d 
himself. 

" With this decision on my conduct, from the 
only person who could judge it, I heeded little 
the terra of 'jilt,' which I was told some of the 
malicious applied to it. But my regret for the 
unreturned attachment of th»t excellent person 
distressed me so deeply, that I had a long; and 
severe illness in consequence. 

" Woman's vanity is wounded by finding the 
love insincere which has been professed for her. 
Bui to find she has unconsciously given rise to an 
hottest attachment, which she cannot return, 
wounds all her better feelings, and therefore the 
pain is more enduring. 

" I now began to doubt the possibility of friend- 
ship between man and woman ; and I almost 
resolved on being ' the coquette of many acquaint- 
ance,' such as you once described. But, as my 
letter must be confined to the two cases liable to 
misrepresentation, I pass to the proposal of another 
individual, in whom, while only an acquaintance, - 
we saw nothing objectionable among many ad- 
vantages. 

"The moat sincere natures become deceitful 
under love's influence : the very wish to please 
makes them study the other's opinions, and tem- 
porarily adopt them as the best. How, then, can 
woman judge of the disposition and haUti of k 
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man whom she only sees in society, oi as & 
Tisiter, while he ia studving to anticipate hei 
wishes and tastes? Add to this the tendency 
of our sex to believe in goodness nntil we dis- 
cover its reverse, our favorable judgment for those 
who profess love for us, and oui blind confideDce 
in the perfection of those who gain our atlach- 
ment 

" This difficuhy .becomes almost an impossi- 
bility 10 those who have no near male lelalives. 
Men are. ' true' to each other, (unless envious or 
jealous,) and will Dot hesitate to apply the term 
' a capital fellow,' to any companion, about whom 
a question ia asked, except by their own rela- 
tions. 

" Women, not being responsible, are less cau> 
lious respecting each other ; so that a man can 
have no difficulty in obtaining any information 
regarding her whom he admires. ' Her dearest 
female friend' will tell him all she knows, (at the 
least,) either in confidence or vexation. Besides, 
female conduct and education is so well regulated 
here, that they seldom difier much in reality from 
what their dispositions appear. Hence, men 
may safely make their election at once, and abide 
by iL 

" A conditional engagement of marriage is a 
sure test of man's character, and should be made 
dependent on mutual esteem being undiminished 
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by a fixed time. Of course, no teaman of njinei 
feeling would enter into -even a conditional bm- 
gagement, without having so high an opinion of 
the party, thai an idea of change would seem to 
her almost beyond possihiliti/. . 

" Security throws man off his guard : as un- 
certainty vanishes, leroper and egotism gradually 
resiuie the degree of empire be has formerly 
allowed them. The novelty of pleasing decreases, 
and his real tastes and habits return. A condi- 
tional engagement also rouses supine or timid 
friends to communicate ' rough truths,' which 
they withheld during the mere flirtation; nay, 
even adversely interested parties, frequently 
through their iU-motived intelligence, prevent the 
wreck of a trusting woman's happiness. 

"Xet her, then, examine whether the faults be 
only of a venial, ordinary kind. If so, her own 
imperfections will make the balance equal ; 
therefore she may safely allow her affections to 
have the full approbation of her reason. Let her 
look with gentleness on mere common failings ; 
and only with a spirit of accommodating ihem, 
for any attempt at reform will destroy domestic 
happiness. And let her thank the Power which 
has ordained for her such a companion, whose 
respect she will be fortunate to retain, when ro- 
mance on his side has ended. 

" But if the fiaults, unhappily, extend to grtat 
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moral and rdigiotu deficiency, or grave, unendur- 
able defecU of deposition, then, and thea only, 1 
consider she is justified in terminating an engage- 
ment which would end in misery to both. Wial 
blessing could follow her perjury of the sacred 
TOW ' to love and honor,' in the instance of one 
who did not inspire either sentiment? 

" The aliematire will be almost death to a 
feeling woman ; but, whatever it costs, Heaven 
demands it ! Attachment, which outweighs 
worldly advantage, must fall before religion, 
though life be included in [he sacrifice. Even 
the man for whom a woman might risk Almighty 
displeasure, would ungratefully, at last, class her 
devotednesB to him as weakness of principle. 

" But if man or woman violate their engage* 
ment for any lighter cause, — if either change for 
what they deem a better connexion, or from their 
worthless attachment having faded during the 
ordeal, — then, I say, let the finger of scorn, let 
the voice of contempt and loathing, be everywhere 
raised against them ! For judgmekt will surely 
fall {even in this world) on the perjured, guilty 
infiiclor of unhappiaess to another. 

" My friend, after the opinions 1 have ex- 
pressed, when t tell you I have broken off my 
conditional engagement, you will feel that I must 
have had powerful reasons. These matters being 
too sacred for a discussion, I can explain no further. 
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But 1«8( you might, for a momoDt, think roy re* 
Bolve was slienglheDed by fastidiousness, I mast 
slate, that I was quite reconciled to my tastes for 
high inteUectual society; music, literature, the 
fine arts, and the poetry and ronuince of nature, 
meeting with no echoing sympathy whatever : 
and although I would fain sea the master of my 
destiny hecome one of the lights of the age — a 
star among his own rank, a raised statue for the 
multitude — I could have accommodated myself 
to what Mrs. Gore terms ' the demoralizing taslo 
for inferior society,' the vanity which is only 
satisfied by imdue flattery, such as inferiors in 
station or intellect will pay without appreciating 
what they praise. 

" The deed is done : I am not going to improve 
my worldly position by a more advantageous con- 
nexion ; and the struggle for my harassed mind 
has so undermined my health, that all discussion 
will soon be at rest forever ! In these, my lin- 
gering, weary hours, you will give me the gratifi- 
cation of acquitting me of the hateful epithet 
which the ignorant may apply to the sufierer. 
"Masv St. Johm." 
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Tbouoh graceful is tby youthful fonOi 

And beautiful thou art. 
With all that cao the faucy warm, 

Or ateal into the heart — 

Yet coldly, as on one unknowu, 
I should have gazed on thee ; 

But o'er th^ loveUness is thrown 
A magic charm for me. 

The friend beloved of early years 

Thy gentle looks recall, 
Till my heart swells, and burning tears 

Above thy image fall. 

That silken hair, those thoughtful eyes, 
Those hands like drifted snow. 

Bring bach a million memories 
Of tenderness and woe. 

But no ! I must not dim the page 
Where thy bright charms will shinei 

By recollections that engage 
So Bad a heart as mine. 
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Forgive me, ladf , that my thought 

Is all unwonhy thee ; 
And thna with pain and Borrow fraught. 

Let othert speak for me. 

Thonsanda will on the beauty gaze, 

Here in thy image shown ; 
Oh ! let their eloqtience of praise 

For my cold lines alone. 
19 
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Thrice beautiiiil — sweet pair! Either, apait. 
Might win a monaich's undivided heart ! 
But, would a lover to the one be true, 
Oh, never let him gaze upon the two ! 
For having once beheld the twain together, 
His Lean most beat for both — or fix on neither. 

Conld tAit but teach her placid brow to Crawn ; 

Or that her eyes to look unlike her own ; 

Had some sweet discord marred their mutool 

grace; 
Had manners varied, though still like in &ce ; 
Had any change but marked a single feature. 
E'en for the worse — it had been kind of Nature. 

But like twa rays of one celestial flanle ; 
Two virgin roses, leaf for leaf the same; 
Two snow>whiie doves ; two chords of equal tone ; 
They beam, ihey blush — look — breathing nni- 

son! 
As nature had designed their equal beauty, 
To place men's hearts in strife— twixt love and 

duty. 
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Recollections ! honr sweet and graceful is 
the word ! though it must be confessed aad and 
sorrowful meaaing lies within it. Memory, 
thought, and recoUection — terms synonymous — 
how witchingly do ye exercise your power over 
us — how deeply do ye dwell in our hearts! 
And who would barter that treasure — the valua- 
ble, unpurchased blessing of recollection — for 
wealth, honor, or the world's favor? — baubles — 
glittering toys, which shall lose their value, as 
custom renders them familiar, or fade into dark- 
ness and insignificance at sorrow's approach, or 
afSiction's breath ! 

Ah, memory! the volume whose leaves can 
never be read through, whose chapters continually 
furnish food for reflection, yet the subject never 
wearies ; and the keenest, most tender recollec- 
tion is of that which has been the cause of great- 
est distress. Invariably we revert to that painful 
subject, dwelling on it again and again, until, 
with coloring cheeks and glistening eyes, we turn 
away in desperation to the most volatile amuse- 
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ment, or talk at nndom, to crash, for a time, 
thought and memory. 

Not long ago, in a small company, some yottng 
girls being referred to about the exact time a 
friend bad departed from araong them, many 
Toices answered caretessly, " I do not know," and 
" I fo^t" One sweet tone, quietly, in a half 
whisper, eaid, " On the first of March, two years 
now past" A pause, and again a murmur came, 
" I remember," followed by a sigh. The inibnna- 
tion bad been given by one as young as any there ; 
but the sadness of accent, the lid doaJng quietly 
over hei eye, and, more than all, those words, " I 
remember," told me she had wept over some 
dream of bright hopes, while memory was to her 
a dear and sorrowful gift: — but to my tale. 

It was on a scorching midsummer day, that 

the church-bell of K pealed forth its most 

melancholy notes ; the sound, borne along on the 
air through the richly-planted burying-ground 
around, mellowed still more the sad musical wail. 
It was that last solemn requiem for a departed 
soul, telling that the cold and silent grave was 
about to close over a fellow-mortal, once full of 
life and energy like ourselves; that the tomb 
was about to hold within her chilling bosom, one 
who, perhaps, not long since, had been the gayest 
of die gay; whose smile had ever been the readi- 
eM; whose heart the wannest and kindest; 
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whose racani place should long remain unfilled 
from very regret. The loud, clear-tongued har- 
binger of death and oblivion aevei ringa out its 
chime without causing eren the youngest and 
, amongst us lo hush their noisy and 
ih. It may be " the passing bell" 
will bring reflection to those who never thought 
before. And such must he the end of all ! Rank, 
grandeur, riches, station, and talents, the world's 
highly prized deities, here ye can own no sover- 
eignty; ye must fade away with your posses- 
sor. " The general doom is death ! " and who 
shall hear a funeral bell without inquiring some- 
thing about that person, now a captive in those 
fetters from which there is no escape ? Some, - 
from their windows arrest the passer-by, and 
eagerly ask information ; in a neighbor's house 
the whole story will be told to others; while the 
curiosity of some may carry them to the place of 
interment. 

But the church-bell of K , for whom was it 

tolling! Was it for the old man, who, having 
lived to see four generations of his name, hnd 
dropped to sleep happily, wiili a smile on his 
lips, as he saw his children's children weeping 
for him? for every one who dies is wept by some 
mourner. Or was it the only and idolized son 
of the widow — her sole comfort and support— 
who was then shedding tears drawn from her 
19* 
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heart that she had not died instead of her beaud- 
M child — her all of happiness — her mine of 
riches 1 Or was the mourner a husband, who 
bent OTer the remains of his young wifei franti- 
cally Idssing her icy lips and cheek, and then 
darling away in despair, as he remembered how 
she would, if awake, have returned the fond and 
earnest caress! Again, was it pealing its sad 
music for a dear and valued friend, such as, in 
our youth, we cling to with single^mindedness 
and devotion — was the green sod to be placed 
OTer that true heart, making a desert of this beau- 
tiful world to another T Or, perhaps, it was the 
warning that an angel had been received into 
glory; for a child who had winged his way 
hearenwaid; who should weep, then? Had it 
not passed away in its beauty, without sin to an- 
swer fort The parents of the &ir-haired, blue- 
eyed infant shall sorrow: it was a link which 
bound their hearts closer together. But for none 

of these did the bell of K give the slow and 

measured note. It was for an officer's funeral ! 

Captain ElUott, of His Majesty's regiment, 

had died of malignant typhus fever, in the bar- 
racks, the day but one before. It was, therefore, 
thought advisable to inter him with all possible 
speed, lest, it being summer, and intensely hot, the'' 
troops should become infected. 

If there be one funeral more melancholy and 
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•Dbdning than anotha, it is a soldier's The in- 
signia oi his order laying on his cc^n, showing 
most plainly one from among the number had 
departed. The crape-boond mourners, his broth- 
en in anna, with downcast eyes, and drooping 
heads, Icoeping time to the solemn march; the 
mnSed drum sending forth its measured beat; 
(he arms reversed ; and the lowest in rank fore- 
moat, teaching us that death and the grave know 
no difiereoce. The poorest and humUest private, 
the proud and aristocratic general officer, on 
whose breast glitter those dearly-earned badges 
of his profession, the tomb will open for all of ye, 
knowing or recc^izing no distinction. 

Although Captain Elliott's funeral was to take 
place on an insnpportably hot day, there was not 
a window of that part of the town through which 
the procession was to pass thai was not crowded, 
while at the comers of the streets groups were 
collected, each with some story to relate of him 
now silent forever. Two young girls returning 
from a public school, discoursing gravely on the 
important subject of places in a class, were struck 
by the loitering multitude ; the taller of the two 
inquired, " For whom is the bell tolling?" and 
having been informed, turned to her companion 
with " Oh ! Mary, only &ncy, Captain Elliott is 
dead ! I am not sony in the least ; but he wae 
a soldier, and somehow I hate to hear of a sol- 
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dier'fl death ; we may as well go into one of iha 
shops and wait for the funeral to pass." The 
young girls went in, and already was heard « 
distant strain of music. 

It is quite true, and scarcely to be wondered at, 
that, in every age and station, a soldier carries 
about him a peculiar charm, interesting every one, 
but more particularly the young; and they, look- 
ing at everything with bright, rainbow colors, 
invest the soldier too often, in robes of perfection. 
Many will judge harshly of this partiaUty, yet 
why should they? Is it not natural that we 
should think of them as connected with all which 
we hold deari — the preservers of our country, 
the friends of the distressed, the proteclora of the 
innocent; while who shall doubt a soldier's 
honor, bravery, or gallantry? Certainly none 
from amongst the youthful band, and but few 
sceptics even can be found in a more advanced 
age. 

Onward moved Captain Elliott's funeral pro- 
cession. It was a soul-saddening spectacle. As 
it passed along, all were silent ; but though many 
wore the emblem of woe, there was not at that 
grand military display one sincere mourner : no 
eye was dimmed bj' a suddenly starting tear. 
The young officer foremost, with his head drooped, 
;was endeavoring to smother a laugh by pressing 
his teeth on his under lip; the tall drummer cast 
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K careless glance around, and then would strikfl 
his hollow burden ; and one of the officers who 
assisted at the ceremonial of bearing the pall, 
actually smiled and looked back at a pretty girl 
who was gazing from a window. 

" Shocking ! barbarous ! " exclaimed a stranger, 
looking on, when he had seen the multitude pass. 
" Is there none to regret a fellow-mortal ; no one 
to weep over a fellow-soldier's tomb? I have 
heard be was even young, and a married man." 

" Tme," answered one at his side ; " but yon 
have not long been living here, or you would 
know why Captain Elliott has been followed to 
his last home unwept She even for whom he 
forfeited bis character, and forgot what he ought 
to have prized most, a soldier's vow, — she even 
fled from him in the hour of sickness, — bis wife, 
the young quakeresa who eloped with him from 
her fotber's house scarcely a twelvemonth since, 
it seems wearied of bis love, and the day before 
he died, disappeared, leaving a letter for her hus- 
band to tell ' she had gone he need not inquire 
where or with whom.' Report says Captain 
Elliott, when informed of it, murmured somelbing 
about ' a just punishment,' then asked ' whether 
Captain Hopkins had gone on leave ;' and baiog 
answered that he had departed that morning, the 
sick man smiled bitterly, and died without agEU% 
asking for hia wife. Mrs. Elliott is a {>Tettyi 
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volatile little woman, hia iDferior in lank and 
wealth ; his mairiage with her dbpleaaed all hia 
family and brother officeta, for which leason he 
exchanged into this regimenl. The short lime 
he has been among them, and the cold tacituraity 
of his manaeis, may account for the indifference 
with which ihey attend his remains. He was in- 
deed one not to be admired ; and yet there is a 
sad story connected with him, a tale of woman's 
truth and devotioii, aod roan's wrong and blse- 
hood ; but to you, a stranger, it may prove tire- 
some." 

" Oh, no 1 " exclaimed his companion ; " I hare 
been much interested by the little yon have 
already told me ; pray continue." 

" About two years ago, Captain Elliott first 
came to this town with the regiment to which he 
then belonged. He was a young man, perhaps 
about twenty-eight, not long a captain ; in appear- 
ance, plain, disagreeable, almost forbidding, with 
a person slightly defoimed, so as to give his head 
a crooked, uneasy turn, while a sneer was ever 
curling about his mouth. He was a mimic and 
satirical, for which reason his brother officers 
thought him vastly amusing; and having an 
ample fortune, with a generous disposition, it 
drew towards him many who hud no objection lo 
|ee themselves caricatured for an obliging loan of 
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money. He attended every place of amusement, 
aDd seemed to take no heed of bia unsighiliness. 
" At the regatta of , on board a yacbl be- 
longing to a Mr. Hammood, where a large party 
of ladies and gentlemen (officers, of course, among 
the numbei) had been invited lo witness the 
starting of the diSerent vessels. Captain Elliott 
first saw Florence Honard. He was in the act 
of mimicking the nasal twang and peculiar brogue 

of a gentleman resident at K , not then 

present, every one being convulsed with laugh- 
, ter, so perfect was the imitation, with the excep- 
tion of Florence, who was looking on with a sad 
expression on her gay, joyous face, standing be- 
side her sister and father. After glancing an eye 
of pity at the performer of so degrading an exhi- 
bition, she turned away, and bent her eyes to the 
deep water beneath. Captain £Iliott had caught 
the glance, and seen the expression of regret on 
her countenance ; he was interested by one so 
young having moral courage enough to shun 
levity while every other was enjoying it. Again 
and again was he called on lo minister lo iheir 
amusement; but no, though entreaties poured 
from all, he was inexorable, and the day's enter- 
tainment concluded by their voting Captain Elli- 
ott uncommonly stupid; but he thought other- 
wise, for Florence Howard had again looke4' 
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towuda him,' and her eye spoke pleasara and 
BadsbctioD. 

"At the legatla ball which took place that 
evening, Captain Elliott again taw the Howards, 
and was introduced to them hy a friend ; he 
asked Florence to dance, and they were talking in 
a short time, mutoally pleased one with the other. 
Dance succeeded dance ; the boll broke up ; 
Captain Elliott and Florence Howard parted, after 
(heir first meeling, with regret ; and, as he saw 
her home, he whispered ' he would call on (he 
morrow.' 

" He did call from that time almost daily, and 
he was soon a constant Tisitor at home, and her 
general escort abroad. It nerer occurred to her 
parents, sister, or friends, that any young girl 
could regard one so nnprepossessiiig with an eye 
of ofiection. Florence was rallied by every one 
on her conquest of the captain ; she smiled, 
blushed, and of course denied that she cared for 
him. After some time, Mr. Howard was aston- 
ished by a formal proposal of marriage from Cap- 
tain Elliott for his daughter Florence. The 
falhei stormed, raged, and refused him ; desiring 
that he should quit his bouse, and never again 
cross his door. Then he went to Florence, and 
was equally amazed \fy her confessing that Cap- 
tain Elliott was so dear to her, she would never 
wed with any other. Her mother and sister 
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desired she ironld' coiuider his diaposidon and 
appeaisnce; tbat, havJDg a small fortune, sha 
was indepeodonti consequently need not sell lier- 
self to one deformed in mind and body. To all, 
ber answer was, ' I love him.' Mr. Howard saw 
no reason why he should consent to so strange a 
marriage ; he sternly forbade his daughter tbiok- 
iag of him, and Florence was not allowed to 
move without a guard of some member of her 
family. In a short time her health and spirits 
began to fail ; from a lively, joyous creature, she 
became sad and absent, often dreaming ia the 
midst of company. At length a physician was. 
consulted, and gave his advice that they should 
think of the happiness of their child, her mind 
being in a very unsettled state. The father 
yielded ; Captain Elliott was sent for, and finally 
the lovers were engaged ; the young girl smiled 
again, and was happy. Every evening saw the 
Howards sauntering along the watersside ; Mrs. 
Howard and her eldest daughter in front, and 
Captain Elliott and Florence behind. 

" Mrs. Norton has wisely asked, 'Wherein lies 
the power to charm?' Who could avoid doing 
the same on looking at (hose affianced? The 
ungraceful gait and figure of the officer, with the 
slight, neal, and elegant girl leaning on his arm, 
was a contrast so strong you could not fail to ob- . 
aerreit. 

20 
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"Florence Howard was a very pretty girL 
Small, with ereiy fcBture moulded m perfection ; 
limbs fonned in perfect symmetry ; fair as snow; 
with a bright hue on her cheek, and dimpling 
smiles about her moulh; hair of the sunniest 
auburn, in long, clustering ringlets; and dark, 
Boft eyes of hazel, which she raised to his con- 
tiaually, with an expression of hope, love, and 
joy. There was no deception in that gaze ; it 
spoke a gentle girl's earliest and holiest senti- 
ment 

" The regiment received the rout suddenly, 
and Captain Elliott went on leave for two months, 
to visit his family and arrange afiairs before his 
marriage. Florence Howard was now quite 
happy ; Captain Elliott being, she said, the very 
best correspondent in the world, and his letters 
breathed the truest devotion. When his leave 
expired, he joined his regiment, as it was impos- 
sible to procure an extension of it ; but wrote to 
Mr. Howard and Florence, saying he would re- 
turn and sell out They thought it better to wait, 
as a few months would pass quickly. At last he 
obtained the desired permission, and Florence 
was in delight, for within a week she should see 
the man who so strangely fascinated her. The 
preparations were completed for the ceremony, 
when one morning she raised the newspaper, 
more from nervousness than curiosity, to read ; 
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but the first word which fixed her attention was 
her lover's name, and ahe read with straining eyes 
of hia elopement and marriage with a young 
qnakeress, who had fled wiih him from her father's 
shop; the paper told of hia having first seen her 
while purchasing a pair of gloves ; an acquaint- 
ance and attachment followed ; he bad obtained 
leave of absence, and they were married. 

" For months Florence Howard was deprived 
of reason, carried about from place to place by her 
parents. At length she began slightly to improve, 
and entrealed them to bring her home; they 
complied. Florence was silent — even smiled, 
but 80 painftd was the expression, you could not 
wish to see it repeated ; and when treading the 
ball-room, or moving about the gayest prome- 
nade, her listless eye and passive matmer would 
tell that a girbsh heart beat not beneath the bo- 
som of one so young and fair. 

" By a strange chance, the regiment into which 
Captain Elliott exchanged was ordered here, and 
he arrived with it, once more, two months since. 
This place certainly has proved his fale. 

" I cannot see how any one could blight or 
crush so bright a creature as Florence Howard, 
much less he, whose appearance created naturally 
feelings of disgusl. Whether that he wearied of 
acting a part, or that fickleness alone drew him 
to the qnakeress, I do not know : hia heart must, 
in truth, have been as deformed as his body. 
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" I mtdied him one Bummer's ereniog, rhiI 
wondered bow a man and k loldier eould Kt 
towairds an nnofiending girl witli such unproroked 
malignity. Mra. Elliott and he were Tetanung 
from a walk, and ascending a hill leading to 
the barracks, he perceived the Howards passing 
at some little distance ; he stopped, and pointed 
with bis finger to the qnirering Florence as ahe 
passed close nndemeath on the road, with a brow 
crimson from agitation ; her face spoke plainly 
agony of mind. That was not esoo^ ; his dark 
pasdons were roused, and, tuining to his wife, 
he laug^ied loud in scorn i the strain of mockery 
reached Ploreooe's ear, but it was for the last 
time. Within a week he was stretched on his 
death-bed, forsaken by every one. It seems as 
thongh it was ordained that where he looke his 
truth, there also should rest bis dishonored re- 
mains. Tet I know Florence Howard ia at this 
moment weeping tears of agony ; forgetful of bis 
deceit, and remembering only his death and her 
heart's first tow. There, now b the first Tolky 
fired OTer the false and base. I must go, ta, 
trusting I haTe not wearied you." 

The stranger poured forth his thankSi and ibey 
separated. 

Again and again was the loud report of mt»- 
ketry heard, doing honor to one who never knew 
honwj then the quick step came merrily aloi^ 
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ihe Streets, as the military letuTned to their quar- 
ters; a fitting death-chant and requiem for one 
so UD worthy. 

Years have passed away since these eTenis 
have taken place. Captain Elliott's Talsehood, 
with Florence Howard's truth and confidiogness, 
are forgotten, other and later circumstances occu- 
pying the inhabitants of K . Yet some there 

are who, like myself, remember " the qflicer'a 
funeral," and occasionally give a sigh; to the 
memory of blighted hearts, crushed affections, 
and youth's ferreol dreams. Poor Florence ! 
she has seen her sister married, and lives on, a 
quiet, passionless woman ; her hopes are pointed 
to heaven, and her heart ties buried in the grave 
of the dishonored soldier. No marble monument 
covers his remains ; no carved headstone tells of 
him who lies beneath the green sod ; but no 
record is wanting to remind her who loved : 
memory will prove a truer one, sharpening its 
energies by time. Florence Howard needs no 
hand to lead her to the grassy mound ; the name, 
age, and time are all engraven within ; and while 
the spirit lingers in her lone and sorrowful body, 
she will be true as when, a betrothed bride, slie 
laughed in gladness of heart with the rising sun, 
and hailed each morning as the harbinger of hap- 
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Fai within the northern main, 

Belted round with ice and snow, 
Fettered by a frozen chaiU) 

Many a. fathom down below, 
Fixed 'mid hilla and rales of froet, 

See, a stately ship appears ! 
Long amidst the glaciers lost— 

None may say how many years ! 
Wildly gleams that ship of snow, 
Where the Donhent whirlwinds blow ! 

Set with stars the slippery sail 

Strung with gems each rope and line. 
Glittering in the polar gale 

Like some brilliant crystal mine. 
Arch o'erhanging arch, between 

Stands a solid bridge of glass, 
Midway earth and hearen aeon, 

As for angel feet to pass 
Down to save that ship of snow. 
When the Arctic whirlwinds blow 1 
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Many & brealcing heart was there, 

Locked within that realm of death ; 
Many a long, imploring piayer 

PasBed with meojr a passing l»eath ; 
Never yet might mortal tell 

Whom that fated ressel bore ; 
Ocean keeps her secret well. 

Deep and dark foreTermore i 
Whilst the mast, like spire of snow. 
Points to heaven from human woe ! 
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Mt old Iriends! my old frienda! 

And are ye still the same ? 
Ye baTe not waxen cold, friendst 

Like some that I could name ; 
Although OUT youth's gay meetings 

Have been through years dererred, 
Ye have not changed kind greetings 

To some chill, formal word. 

My old friends ! my old friends ! 

There 's gladness in my breast, 
While once again I hold, friends. 

The hnnda so often pressed ; 
Nor time nor distance idly 

Have our true hearts estranged; 
Though we have wandered widely, 

Our friendship has not changed. 

My old friends I my old friends ! 

Yea — ye are still ihe same ; 
And yet we 're often told, friends. 

That friendship 's but a name. 
Ay ! if some faithful prove not, 

And nil our fond hopes crosa. 
We 've others yet who move not, 

And they make up our loas. 
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"I WiM Tery young when I was thrown, or 
toAei let looae, in the world ; I had just com- 
pleted my eighteenth yeai when my &ther died, 
and my mother — my deu, gentle mother, whoM 
sweet, loving eyes are now before me — had been 
dead about thiee yean; my gnardian was a 
weak, indolent, good-natured man, who allowed 
me to fi^ow the bent of my own inclinations, 
always ocnuoUng himoelf by saying, ■ Boya will 
be boys : the lad has a good heait, and will never 
get into any seriooa scrape.' At twenty-one I 
came into a splendid fortune : I was an only 
child; people told me I was veiy handsome — I 
believed them, but despised most of them for giva 
ing me the information. I knew I had no com- 
mon abilities, but I was indolent, and did not 
(rften display my talents. I ought to have been 
happy, according to the worldly acceptation of the 
term, but I was not ; my life was passed in thirst- 
ing and seeking afiar a something which always 
flliided my grasp. I dashed headlong into the 
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giddy round of pleasure, but I always saw the 
grinoing skull behind the smiling mask. I went 
abroad, and travelled for some time on the conli- 
neni; in Italy I enjoyed tome delicious hours, 
but I soon wearied of the indolent life of snch a 
climate. I tried love, and aitaebed myself to the 

gay, and handsome, and admired Lady C ; 

but she was too gay — she laughed when I was 
sad, and overpoweTed me with her spirits; she 
was too brilliantly handsome ; her eyes were 
always bright, and never soft ; she was too much 
admired, for she son^t other admiration than 
mine, and by d^rees I left off my visits, and 
ceased to pay homage at her shrine. The turf 
entailed too much trouble, and I did not care 
enough about money to render the winning or 
losing of it an afiair of much interest— the lat- 
ter reason also applied to gambling ; so that if I 
escaped falling into the follies and vices of most 
of my companions, it was not from principle, hut 
merely from the want of inclination. 
. " Thus rolled away some of my earlier years, 
and at five -and -twenty I was more llail than 
most of the men ' about town ' of five*and-forty. 
At length I turned to study, and here I found 
some relief from the demon ennui. For two 
years I occupied the talents so long dormant ; I 
read and reflected deeply — time no longer hung 
heavy on my hands; the greater part of each 
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day, and a considerable portion of the night, wsi 
spent in stndy, till my health began to give way ; 
both mind and body were afiected, for my read- 
ing was of a nature as little calculated to giro 
health to the former as was such constant applica- 
tion to the latter. I devoted myself entirely to 
every kind of wild, visionary, and mysterious 
lore. Had I lived in the lime of Louis XL, I 
should have been an alchymist and astrologer — 
in the present age what could I be ? A nervous 
fever put an end to my speculations for a period, 
and, af^er some weeks of severe suffering, I 
crawled forth to see a Uttle of the busy life that 
whirled around me. It was in the middle of the 
season ; every one was in town, and with my 
mind enervated and lowered by illness, I took a 
sort of childish pleasure in driving about and 
seeing the busy crowd of pleasure-hunters in 
the Park ; in a little while I grew stronger, and 
could enjoy with zest a gallop against the wind. 

" One day I mounted my horse as usual, and 
rode to the Park. Avoiding the crowd of eques- 
trian loungers at [he foot of the Duke of Welling- 
ton's statue, I turned down by the Serpentine, 
and rode on to the entrance of Kensington Gar- 
dens. It was a very hot day, and the shades of 
the bowery trees looked so inviting, that I felt 
tempted to dismount and enjoy a solitary ramble : 
a slight circumstance decided me. While I was 
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daUbenliiig, & caTriage droTe up to the eatmieei 
and a hdy, followed by a little hoj, alighted ; I 
did not Me lier bee u abe got out, bat tWe was 
tea Ariel lightness about her figure, a perfect 
vfmmurj in the tiny foot, as it was placed on 
ibe step of tbe carriage, an exquisite miztare of 
^guice and simplicity in her dress, in shoTtf an 
air duCtHgui in all that a|^>ertained to her, that, 
•toic a* I was, a feeling of curiosity, if not inter- 
est, imroediately delennined me to follow her 
feotBtepa. I dismounted accordingly, and giving 
my horse to my groom, at a respectful distance 1 
pursued the path she had taken. 

" She walked slowly on, now and then paus- 
ing to call to the child, who, wild with health and 
spirits, was continually wandering fnun her side. 
What a glorious creature [hat boy was! He 
might have been about four years old ; dazzllngly 
bir, and with a piofuaion of golden ringlets, his 
eyes, brows, and long lashes, were yet dark as 
one of Murillo's boys ; he was exquisitely dressed, 
and altogether looked as thoroughbred as the 
lady he accompanied. 

" All this lime I was rainly wishing to get a 
glimpse of her face ; I might easily have done so 
by passing her, but I woatd not be guilty of that 
most underbred act of rudeness — staring under a 
lady's bonnet, so I continued to follow at a dis- 
tance, hoping the chance might &Tor me : it did 
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at last, for the child lingiering behind, she turned 
round and waited for him to join her. How was 
I repaid for ray patience ! In my wildest dreams 
— in my ideal visions of beauty, nothing half so 
faultlessly lovely had ever glanced across my 
brain. Now that the memory of her face is be- 
fore me, I cannot describe it. There is a halo of 
innocence, of sweetness, of angelic purity, of in- 
tellect, beaming round it, that makes each feature, 
perfect as it is, become merely an auxiliary to her 
beauty. I felt that that woman was my destiny ! 
I, who had never loved — I, who had kughed at 
love as a weakness from which I deemed myself 
forever secure, — 1, who had turned with con- 
tempt from the smiles of some of the loveliest, 
had in one second become the veriest slave that 
ever knelt in the dust where his scornful and 
haughty mistress had trodden. 

" She lell the gardens, and I know not how I 
got home. I cast aside my books — 1 burned and 
trampled on the manuscripts, the results of hours 
of unremitting toil, study, aad reflection ; by day 
I walked, rode, or drove through the Park, the 
streets, the gardens ; by night I frequented balls, 
concerts, the opera, the theatres, all for one 
glimpse of that face. Everybody congratulated 
me on my new mode of life — poor fools ! they 
little knew the burning anxiety, the feverish rest- 
lessness, the hope deferred, the constantly recui- 
Sl 
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ring duappointments, that tormented me day and 

" At laat my Beaidi waa succeuful ; I met her 
and waa introduced to her. How my brain 
throbbed i — for a. moment I could neither move 
nor speak — her yoice recalled me — I know not 
what I said, but by degrees the holy calm of her 
sofl eyes communicated iwelf to me, and my soul 
became placid aa a sleeping cbild. 

'* She was the wife of another — that boy was 
her son. Soroetimes I loved that child passion- 
alely, because it was hers; aad at others the 
ai^t of him roused my jealous soul almost to 
madness. Lord Roselyn, her husband, was con- 
siderably her senior ; he was rery popular ; every- 
body said he was so clever, so amiable, so agree- 
able. How I haled him! — the sound of his 
praises was gall and wormwood to me.- But 
why? What cared I for the sufiragea of that 
world I despised ? It was because they gave her 
pleasure. Yea, she loved him ! and 1, who 
would have Itnell at her feet and laid down my 
life for her with pleasure — /was to be the wit- 
ness of the tender looks exchanged — of the pres- 
sure of the hand when they met — of the smile 
of pleasure and affection that accompanied that 
pressure ! Often have I left her presence, rushed 
home, and, throwing myself on the bed, tore my 
heir and gnashed my teeth like a raving maniac. 
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" Surely she must have seen thai 1 lored hei ; and 
yet I could not be sure ; she was so innocent, so 
perfectly guileless, thaiahe seemed as if do thought 
01 suspicion of evil could enter into the pure soul ; 
and I used every effort to conceal my secret both 
from her and from the world. Often when we 
met in society, I kept entirely apart from her the 
whole evening, and contented myself with gazing 
at her from a distance. But I had one consola- 
tion — she had sat for her picture — it was a min- 
iature, a perfect likeness ; by the force of an im- 
mense bribe, I induced the artist to copy it for 
me. That, at least, was my own ; — in my hours 
of solitary anguish I fled to it for consolation, and 
its heavenly smile always brought peace lo my 
wrung and tortured heart. 

" One day I called at Lord Eoselyn's house ; 1 
was admitted, and found Agnes alone ; this rarely 
happened, as she generally had her boy, and 
frequently his gauvemoTite, in the room. She 
looked sadder than I had ever seen her before, and 
I thought I saw the trace of a tear on her cheek. 
Oh ! why could I not kneel before her, and take 
her hand in mine, and bid her be comforted ? 
She tried to be cheerful as usual, but while she 
spoke, her eyes filled up, and she turned over 
some drawings on the table to hide her emotion. 
I bad been more than mortal had I withstood her 
tears — -in one moment I was at her feet; I had 
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seized her hand, and poured forth the tale of my 
love — my sufferings — my devotion — my de- 
spair. At first she remained motionless ; she 
seemed struck with sudden insensibility; then, 
recovering herself, she sprang from me, and stood 
aloof, her graceful figure drawn to its full height, 
her eyes flashing, her lips compressed, her cheek 
covered with burning blushes — there was a 
pause. 
" ' Rise, sir,' she said, ' and leave the room.' 
" I rose, hut did not approach her. I told her 
I asked nothing, I hoped for nothing, but her for- 
giveness and her pity. I told her I would never 
more offend by word or look ; that I never bad 
intended to avow my passion, and I prayed but 
for one word of pardon before I quitted her pres- 
ence. While I spoke, her manner changed, and, 
as I concluded, she came forward, and giving me 
her hand, she said, ' I forgive you, but remember 
the conditions.' 

" I left her presence with a determination never 
to enter it again. That night I gave orders for 
immediate preparations for going abroad. I felt 
I could not remain in England : I could not go 
on meeting her almost daily, as I had hitherto 
done ; nor yet could I have the resolution to 
avoid her. Happiness I could never hope to ob- 
tain, bat I mi^t acquire fortitude to endure mis- 
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ery ; at least, both for her sake and my own, I 
would make the effort. 

" Before my departure, I wrote to her, telling 
her my resolution, detailing every circumstance, 
and once more entreating her pardon for the act 
into which I had been hurried. 

"I received the following reply: — 

" ' I approve highly of your resolution ; I for- ■ 
give you from my heart, and trust that time will 
restore to you tranquillity. Receive my best 
wishes, and believe me 

" ' Your sincere friend, 

"'A. R.' 

" The following day I left Bngland. I trav- 
elled for about a year on the continent, hurrying 
from place to place to fly from myself and my 
miseries; but the memory of Agnes was never 
for a moment absent : the tones of her voice were 
forever ringing in my ear: the expression of 
those sod eyes — of her smile— of her every look 
— was vividly engrared on my heart Her pic- 
ture and those few parting lines were treasures 
not all the wealth of Golconda could purchase ; I 
clung to them as the records of a love that began 
and continued in sorrow, and could end only in 
death. 

" Thus passed away the first year of my pil- 
grimage. 1 made no attempt to conquer the pas- 
sion that possessed my whole being — I nursed it 
21* 
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in secret ind in tears. I could have no consola- 
tion, for I had no hope. To me the future was 
but a dreary coQtinnation of the wretched piesent; 
the memory of th« post was all that was left to 
roe, and was there aught in it that could bring 
comfon? Some there are who make to them- 
selves a destiny — others who folbw the course 
of their fate : I might have been of the fonnei 
class, but my natural indolence of disposition 
placed me among the latter. I had nerer strag- 
gled — 1 had never resisted an impulse, but had 
yielded to erery circumstance, not without a mur- 
mur, but without an efibrt to ma^er circumstancea. 
After a time I began to perceive that my life had 
been hitherto completely thrown away : I weighed 
what I was against what I might have been, and, 
oh, how was I found wanting! I ani sun I 
could nerer hare found happiness, but I might 
have found greatness — I might have enjoyed the 
triumph of gratified ambition — 1 might have 
raised for myself a name that future geoeiations 
would rererence. Such I might have been, I 
might have done ; and what was 17 — a broken- 
hearted exile, wandering hither and thither over 
the earth, flying from what? — seeking for what? 
— spending youth, health, talents, on what?— 
leading an aimless, useless, miserable life ! 

" I thought of all this, and my dormant spirit 
lose. I said within myself, ' I have long yielded 
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—DOW will I dearn to conquer!' I no longer 
pursued the course of solitary and desultory ram- 
blings that I had hitherto followed : I sought the 
great capitals; I mingled with the highest and 
< most distinguished men of each ; 1 applied myself 
to the studies and pursuits best calculated to im- 
prove my taste, cultivate my mind, and place me 
on the road to vie with those I enried and ad- 

" All this could not fail to produce a salutary 
effect : by degrees I became more of a rational 
and thinking being, instead of the wretched, hope- 
less dreamer I had so long been ; even my love 
for Agnes assumed a different character; I 
thought how much more worthy I was to love 
her ; I flattered myself that the course I was now 
pursuing was one she would approve. I knew 
so well her kind and gentle nature, that I was 
convinced it would please her to know that my 
passion for het was no longer the cause of utter 
despair and endless misery to me ; and this went 
lar to console me. 

" But still there were times when all my old 
feelings of bitterness returned. What could alt this 
he to me? I lived but for her, and she did not 
love me — she never would love me — nay, wor 
ten thousand times worse, she loved anolhi 
Had she been equally insensible to all as to me, 
I could have borne it ; I should only have to on- 
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dare grief and regret ; but to think that abe was 
possessed of tbe wannest s^ctiona — the deepest 
sensibility — that lore in iu (iillest and pniest 
sense filled her heart — and that all this was 
given to another ! Oh the tortores of frantic jeal- 
ousy that wrung my soul at ibis iboogbt 1 And, 
perhaps, while I was flattering myself that my 
present efforts were such as would please her, she 
bad forgotten my existence, or at least looked 
back upon the paai as connected with roe merely 
as a disagreeable passage, of which she wished to 
lose the memory. 

" Thus, alternately hoping and fearing, inist- 
ing and despairing, another year passed away ; 
and when a third was gone, I determined to 
return once more to England. I tbou^t that now 
I was so completely master of myself and of my 
passions, that I could even venture into her pres- 
ence, that I could look at her, and speak to ber, 
and bear ber voice, witbout betraying emotion. 
I felt sure that 1 could rely on my owii strength ; 
and immediately I prepared for my homeward 
jotiroey. 

" A day or two afler my arrival, I met Lady 
C in Grosvenor Square : she was as bril- 
liant, as gay and as beautiful as ever. She con- 
gratulated me on my return, asked me a thousand 
questions without waiting for an answer, and 
mold not let me go until I had promised to go to 
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her bal), ^hich iros lo take place next night. I 
promised, and, with one of her bright smiles, she 
bade me adieu. 

" I went to the ball : the light, the noiae, the 
crowd distracted me ; I fet( sick, and sad, and 
ermuyL There was no one 1 cared to see — 
nothing I wished to hear ; and I was just medi- 
tating a retreat, when through the crowd I dis- 
cerned one figure — it was Agnes! I believe I 
turned deadly pale, for some of those who were 
near me looked at me with aflright ; I trembled 
so violently that I was obliged to cling lo a pil- 
Inr for support — a mist floated before my eyes — 
my heart throbbed as though each beat counted 
one of the last moments of my existence ; but by 
a violent effort 1 recovered myself. Was it for 
this, I thought, that I had spent so many months 
in struggling with myself 1 — that I had striven 
day and night against my own weakness, my 
own passions ? No ! I had learnt to conquer ! 
and now was the moment to achieve the greatest 
victory of all ! 

" I crossed the room and approached her : 
she saw me, and holding out her hand, said, 
with one of her sweetest smiles, ' Ah ! you are 
welcome home ; tell me where you have been, 
and how you are, ader all your wanderings ? ' 

" ' Thank you for the welcome,* I said ; ' my 
travels have done me a world of good ; indeed. 
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I have quite rtcovered' I added, significanlly, and 
I did not bluah as ibe lie passed my lips. Sh« 
understood me, and we began to talk of my trav- 
els, &c Her presence had not lost iu soothing 
spell : I felt calm and happy as I used to do be- 
neath the holy influence that bung aiound her; 
but this was not to last Hei husband (I fonnd I 
haled him as biiterty as formerly) came up : he, 
loo, was all kindness and congratulations ; hoped 
to see me often, tie. ; and I smiled, and said how 
happy I should be lo renew ray visits, and paid 
him to ihe full his elaborate civility. And then 
he said it was late, and, giving his arm lo Agnes, 
bade me good-night; and she smiled kindly, and 
shook my hand at parting; and — I cannot tell 

what followed — I " 

« » * » * 

Here the manascript ends — nearly with the 
life of the author. On that memorable night the 
unfortunate young man shot himself. His re- 
mains were discovered the neit morning, fearfully 
disfigured ; the face it was impossible to Tecognize. 

Thus died one who, from his talents, fortune, 
and station, might have been one of the brightest 
ornaments of society; but who, from indolence 
and want of proper guidance in early youth, be- 
came a miserable and useless being, and died a 
frightful and unnatural death. 
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Wb miss her from these halla of mirth ; 
Her home is by a calmer hearth, 
And gold and gems no longer grace 
The loveliest daughter of her race ; 
She dwells in a secluded spot, 
And her vain Idndred name her not, 
Save to deplore in baffled pride 
The fortunes of the exiled bride. 

The exquisite and tutored song, 
That once entranced this radiant throng, 
She mnnnuTs now in woodland bowers, 
Amid the stars, and trees, and flowers : 
Yet one shall btess those siren lays, 
And in those dark eyes warmly gaze. 
And joyously the hours shall gbde 
O'er the fond lover and his bride. 

Fair girl, rest calmly in thy bliss. 
Thou Wert not formed for scenes like this, 
For feverish hopes, and jealous fears. 
And heartless smiles, and hidden tears : 
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'niy gny compuuons roouin thj doom ; 
Think on their &ding saiileB and bloom, 
Their feelings worn, and spirits tried, 
And weep foi them, young, bsppy bride. 

Far from the world's deceitful maze. 
Thine are calm nighta, and peaceful days ; 
And friendship's smile, and love's cansa 
Hallow thy household happiness ; 
Then in thy guarded home remain. 
We would not wish thee here again, 
And ever may good angels guide 
Thy way in safety, gentle bride. 
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In (be summer of 1832, an English party, con- 
sisting of a lady, her son and daughter, preTa"'^d 
on me to accompany them on a voyage to ihe 
Mediterranean, professedly to explore the beauties 
of its shores, but in reality to try the effect of sea 
air for the invalid Clara, the youthful idol of out 
cbcle, whose gently eipreased wish for my soci- 
ety had all the power of a command ; and, after 
a prosperous passage along the coast of Italy, 
their commodious yacht brought us among those 
themes of ancient and modern song, the Greek 
Isles. The novel scenery, with the luxuriant 
vegetation of its exquisite climate, enchanted our 
invalid ; and Ypaari appearing to elicit her 
strongest preference, we decided on reposing 
there after our voyage, ana took a temporary 
residence near Ajio Sotira ; from hence we daily 
made excursions to places inaccessible for a car- 
riage ; Clara being frequently induced by her 
picmresque enthusiasm to overtask her failing 
strength. 

Having often heard of the remarkable ew 
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from MouDl MaTTaToani, she was tempted, ooe 
cool grey morning, to risJt it early with Fred- 
erick and myself; and ne remained sketching 
from different points, unmindful of the sultry 
glory of a aontbera midday sun, until, turning to 
address Claia, I perceived she had fainted OTer 
her Eipirited sketch. In great alarm, Frederick 
bore her toward a sequestered villa we had pre- 
viously remarked, while I almost flew up the 
path before him, to solicit assislaace, until a sud- 
den mm brought me beneath a verandah, and in 
presence of a young Greek lady. 

Never shall I forget the noble vision of love- 
linesa which met my gaze, as I breathlessly ex- 
plained, and apologized for, my intrusion. In all 
the majestic freshness of early womanhood, she 
was sealed wotching the alamber of a cherub boy, 
whose rounded cheek was pillowed by her arm : 
her costume, of the richest materials, selected with 
the skill of a painter, consisted of a foustanella 
of the lightest green satin, under an open gujia 
robe of violet velvet, starred and embroidered in 
gold, and displaying her sivan -like neck and bust, 
covered by a pearl network ; tbe small /em-cap of 
crimson velvet, encircled wiib gold zechins, was 
lightly placed on her profuse silken black hair ; 
and, as she listened, my request was already 
answered from the depths of her soft, lustrous 
eyes, ere her reply, in the purest Italian, could 
find utterance. 
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Clara was soon established on the gorgeously- 
rayed couch, and recalled by the gentle cares so 
gracefully bestowed by the fair Greek, whose in- 
b.nl charge, now awake and gayly lisping, had 
nestled into my arms, and was archly misleading 
my efforts to pronounce hia name, Polizoides, 
correctly. His joyous exclamaiioo first made us 
aware of the arrival of an officer, of slight, ele- 
gant, and very youthful appearance, so strikingly 
like our lovely entertainer, that I asked, with 
almost certainty, "R vostro FraieUo, Signoraf" 
A blush of pleasure accompanied her smiling 
reply, "No; il mio Marito, Lochagos* Mavro- 
7nik6lit." 

The boy was instantly in his father's arma, 
who welcomed as with a graceful and high-bred 
cordiality ; and we prolonged our stay while he 
discoursed on the stirring themes of national in- 
terest, with all the impetuous energy natural to 
hia youth, his country, and profession of arms ; 
the fond eyes of Anaslasoiila, no longer languid, 
echoing his rapid eloquence with their kindling 
flash, indicating the possession of woman's moat 
beautiful and most fatal gift, intense feeling. So 
charmed were we with these youthful lovers, 
(who we found were also orphan cousins,) that 
their animated wish for increasing our intimacy 
was met with equal fervor. We found both were 

■ZiOcA^m, captain. 
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highly gifted, and eiceedingly ^'oU infoimsd; 
wad firom that time scarcely « day poswd without 
a Tiait or note between as. 

About 811 weeks after this occunence, Fred- 
erick Vernon carae in hastily one morning, look- 
ing agitated and deadly pale ; Clara, with an in- 
valid's perception, eagerly demanded-tjie^use. 

" The whole town is ringing with a spirited but 
most hapless act of Marromik&lis," he replied ; 
" be was ordered by Ektatos* Ktdiopuloa to 
march with hia regiment against Ajio Stefiano, 
which happens te be bis native village, inhabited 
by bis relations and family retainers ; he calmly 
requested an exchange of duty for some other not 
requiring a personal conflict against the actual 
ties of nature ; but he was coarsely ordered to 
march instantly, or surrender his sword aa a trai- 
tor to his party. Highly excited by this unex- 
pected altematire, he hesitated, aad remained 
silent, when a foreign officer advancing, laid his 
hand on the sword, saying, superciliously, ' Lo- 
chagos, you roust renounce that of which you 
make.no use!' Havromik&Us felled him to the 
earth, drew the sword, and saying, ' it should never 
be stained by himself, or disgraced by another,' he 
snapped the blade, and threw it at the feet of the 
commanding officer." 

" Knowing his impenmua character," said 
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Clara, " I can scarcely blame him ; but what will 
be the result?" 

" Alas ! there is no uncertaialy, dearest ; guilty 
of having rebelled against orders, and of striking 
his superior officer, he is taken to the Fort 
prison, and by the Greek military code, the sen- 
tence of death is inevitable ! " 

* # # * # 

On recovering from the first shock of this over- 
whelming intellifence, I proceeded to the villa ; 
here a hunied and defaced note ftom Anast&soula 
awaited me, stating, " she had gone to seek the 
aid of a distant friend, alone and disguised, lest 
she might be intercepted." Sadly I returned 
home, and found Frederick had sought admission 
to the prisoner in the Fort ; but this the foreign 
sentinel had refused, coarsely saying, " It would 
be time enough to see him three days hence, 
when led forth for execution ! " 

As a last resource, we framed a petition to 
the stern Ektatos, signed by the English and 
leading Greeks ; but he replied, the stale of regi- 
mental insubordination was such, that he had 
been wailing to make a striking example of a 
man of rank and influence, such as Mavromikd- 
Us, and therefore all interference was in vain. 

# * w « * 
The awful ceremonial of death was arranged 

in all its melancholy solemnity; the soldieiSt 
2S* 
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loddng pale from tlieir distressing daty, stood 
siteni u the grave. A movement arose among 
ibe crowding sp^taton, and the prisoner was led 
forth, no longer in that uoiform which had proved 
ao fiual, but habited in the Aowing tunic and vest 
of his native place ; this, however, did not con- 
ceal the haslf ravagea of sorrow on his young 
£taine, hitherto firm though slight, but now 
devoid of elasticity as he moumfiilly stepped 
towards the doomed square. For the first time 
be raised his head, and looking towards beaveii 
was soon lost in mental prayer ; then murmurs 
at his extreme beauty came from the crowd, and 
while theii anxiety was at its most painfnl height, 
a peasant girl pressed in front of the line, setting 
down a lovely boy, who joyously bounded towards 
the condemned, exclaiming, "Maxima! wq omt 
mamma again!" 

That sound caused an electric change in the 
bearing of the prisoner, whose abstracted thougfals 
were recalled to earth by nature's soft bonds ; the 
long, long embrace, the hysterical maternal cry 
of " Jtfy boy ! my hoy ! " proved to the spectattns 
that the unerring perception of afiection had 
exceeded theirs, and taught the infont boy to dis- 
cover, in the disguised prisoner, bis own loved 
mother, whose life he had thus preserved ! 

Having biled in all her appeals for pardon, 
Anaatfaoula had efiecled her entrance into the 
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fort, dis^ised so that even the prisoner did not 
recognize her ; andi professing to be an agent of 
bis wife's, had preTailed on him to escape, and 
conceal himself on board Vernon's yacht, where, 
ahe added, his family would join him. He 
effected all she had well arranged by faithful 
agents ; but he little thought that his heart's trea- 
sure was to be the price of his deliverance ; he 
had even experienced a half-reproachful regret that 
Anast&soula had not risked a personal interview 
to cheer him for his periloos undertaking; — so 
seldom does man divine the devotion of woman, 
or gness the ecstasy arising from self'Sacrifice for 
an idolized object, intense in proportion to the 
extent of what she has rftlinquished ; for the 
woman who adores, there i^ but one hopeless suf- 
fering, the desolating conviction of having lost 
the heart which has cast its spells over her first 
affections. 

* » « * « 

Ektatos Eoiiopulos, on learning the exchange, 
and concluding the rebel was beyond his reach, 
withdrew from the manifestations of popular feel- 
ing ; and the heroic Anastfisonla was borne, 
nearly lifeless, to our house. Her alabaster skin 
had been stained to the deep tint of her hus- 
band's, and the resemblance made complete by the 
sacrifice of her luxuriant tresses, so that nothing 
but childhood's instinct could have discovered 
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ber. We booo sAer leceited a prime inliiiM- 
doa, from th« cautioas Ekotoa, thu lie had com- 
muted the sentence of dealli for instant liwiiab- 
ment from Ypsar^ ; and baring no ties there, we 
hastily brolce up our eataMJahment, canying 
away our Greek frienda, whom we left to letiie- 
inent and afiection at Tenedoa. 

« « • « * 

Our English party wen at Corfu in 1833, 
when the GovernoT gare an entertainntent to the 
young Oibo, on his route to take possessioo of 
bia newldngdom. I had the Ih»(« of waltzing 
with thia good-natured, plain, flat-featured, Moat> 
ish-lookiog prince, (nbom I found, like myaelf, 
much fonder of daociog than politics, and who, 
whatever sort of kii^ he may be, is mk of the 
best waltzing partners in Eun^, which is much 
more agreeable ;) I took an opportunity to relate 
the foregoing trait of his new natim ; and, as I 
fell that no waltz-loving prince coald refuse a peti- 
tion while dancing to " The Notre-dame," I made 
mine in such eflective terms that I had the plea- 
sure, soon afterwards, of adding a bright oma- 
meat to bis conn in the fascinating Anast&Mok, 
the doToted young Okkkk Wife. 
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WsBN life wu young, when all the hopes we 
wove 
Seemed bright as buds of some unopened 

My friend and I did tow, for Teiy lore, 

Never to be apart in sorrow's honr. 
How beat I then my sorrow singly now 1 

Why hear I not thy welcome footstep fell ? 
Hast thou forgot that sweet and pleasant tow. 

Or learned to slight my melancholy call ? 
Oh ! ihon, whose kindness never foiled at need— 

Ibou, whose true word was never passed in 
vain — 
What stays thy coming, or delays thy speed? 

Death ! By the hollow tomb where I com- 
plain! 
Stands echo ! fiend, whose voice haih no reply ; 
Forever answering grief with grief's own bitter 
cry! 
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Why do I write my melancholy story ? b it 
as a IflMiHi to prevent any other from wishing to 
rise to rank superior to that in which they aie 
bom ? No ! miserable as I am, others might 
have been happy, I doubt not, in my position: 
the chalice has been poisoned for me alone ! Am 
I evil-nunded — am I wicked 7 What bare been 
my errors, that I am now an outcast and a 
wretch T I will tell my story — let others judge 
me ; my mind is bewildered ; I cannot judge my- 
self. 

My father was a land stewaid to a wealthy 
nobleman. He married young, and had several 
children. He then lost his wife, and remained 
fifteen years a widower, when he married again 
a young giri, the daughter of a clergyman, who 
died, leaving a numerous offspring in extreme 
poverty. My maternal grandfother had been a 
mun of sensibility and genius ; my mother inher- 
ited many of his endowments. She was an 
earthly angel ; all her works were charity, all her 
thoughts were love. 
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Wilhia a year after her maTriage, she gave 
birth to twins — I and my sister; soon aiier she 
fell into ill health, and firom that time was always 
weakly. She could endure no fotigue, and sel- 
dom moved from her cbaii. I see her now ; her 
white, delicate hands employed in needlework, 
her soft, love-lighted eyes fixed on me. I was 
still a child when my father fell into trouble, and 
we removed from the part of the country where 
we had hiihcrio lived, and went to a distant Til- 
lage, where we rented a cottage, with a little land 
adjoining. We were poor, and all the family 
assisted each other. My elder half-sisters were 
strong, industrious, rustic young women, and sub- 
mitted to a life of labor with great cheerfulness. 
My father held the plough, my half-brothers 
worked in the barns ; all was toil, yet all seemed 
enjoyment. 

How happy my childhood was ! Hand in hand . 
■with my dear twin sister, I plucked the spring 
flowers in the hedges, turned the hay in the sum- 
mer meadows, shook the apples from the trees in 
the autumn, and at all seasons gambolled in deli- 
cious liberty beneath the free air of heaven ; or at 
my mother's feet, caressed by her, I was taught the 
sweetest lessons of charity and love. My elder 
sisters were kind ; we were all linked by strong 
affection. The delicate, fragile existence of my 
mother gave an interest to our monotony, while 
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W rinnes and her refineraent threw a grace over 
oiu homely household. 

1 and my sister did not seem twins, we were 
so uolike. She was robust, cbnbby, full of life 
and ipirits ; I, tall, alim, fair, and even pale. I 
lored to play with her, but soon grew tired) and 
then I crept to my mother's side, and she sang 
me to sleep, and nursed me in her bosom, and 
looked on me with her own angelic smile. She 
took pains to instruct me, not in accoroplbhments, 
but in all real knowledge. She unfolded to me 
the wonders of the visible creation, and to each 
tale of bird and beast, of fiery moiutain or vast 
rivet, was appended some moral, derived from 
her warm heart and ardent imagination. Above 
all, she impressed upon me the precepts of the 
gospel, charity to every fellow-creature, the broth- 
erhood of mankind, the rights that every sentient 
creature possesses to our services alone. I was 
her almoner ; for, poor as she was, she was the 
benefactress of those who were poorer. Being 
delicate, I helped her in her task of needle-work, 
while my sister aided the rest in their household 
or rustic labors. 

When I was seventeen, a miserable accident 
happened. A hayrick caught fire ; it communi- 
cated to our outhouses, and at last to the cottage. 
We were roused from our beds at midnight, and 
eacaped barely with our lives. My lather bore out 
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my mother in his aims, and then tried to save a 
portion of his property. The roof of the cottaga 
fell in on him. He was dug out aAei an hour, 
scorched, maimed, crippled for life. 

We were all sared, but by a miracle only was I 
preserred. I and my sister were awoke by cries 
of fire. The cottage was already enveloped in 
flames. Susan, with her accustomed intrepidity, 
rushed through the flames, and escaped ; I thought 
only of my mother, and hunied to her room. 
The fire raged around me ; it encircled — hemmed 
me in. I believed that I must die, when suddenly 
I felt myself seized upon and borne away. I 
looked on my preserver — it was Lord Reginald 
Desboiough. 

For many Sundays past, when at church, I 
knew that Lord Reginald's eyes were fixed on 
me. He had met me and Susan in our walks ; 
he had called at our cottage. There was fasci- 
nation in his eye, in his soft voice and earnest 
gaze, and my heart throbbed with gladness as I 
thought that he surely loved me. To have been 
saved by him was to make the boon of life doubly 
precious. 

There is to me much obscurity in this part of my 
story. Lord Reginald loved me, it is true ; why 
he loved me, so br as to forget pride of rank and 
ambition for my sake, he who afterwards showed 
no tendency to disregard the prejudices and 
23 
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hftbits of nnV and wealtb, I cannot tell ; it seems 
strange. He had loved me before, but from the 
hour that he sared my life, love grew into an 
overpowering passion. He ofieied ua a lodge on 
his estate lo lake refiige in ; and while therC) he 
sent us presents of game, and still nioie Idndly, 
fruits and flowers to my mother, and came him- 
self, especially when all were out except my 
mother and myself, and sat hy na and conversed. 
Soon I learned to expect the soft, asking look of 
his eyes, and almost dared answer it My mother 
once perceived tbese glances, and took an oppor- 
tunity to appeal to Lord Reginald's good feelings, 
not to make me miserable for life by implanting - 
an attachment that could only be productive of 
unbappiness. His answer was to ask me in mar- 
riage. 

I need not say that my mother gratefully con- 
sented — that my father, confined to his bed since 
the fire, thanked God with rapture — that my 
sisters were transported by delight: I was (he 
least surprised then, though the most htippy. 
Now, I wonder much, what could he see in me ? 
So many girls of rank and fortune were prettier. 
I was an untaught, lowborn, portionless girl. It 
was very strange. 

Then I only thought of the happiness of mar- 
rying him, of being loved, of passing ray lift with 
him. My wedding-day was fixed. Lord Regi- 
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nald had oeithei father nor molhei to interfere 
with hb Brrangements. He told no relatioa ; he 
became one of our family during- the interral. 
He saw no de&:iencies in our mode of life — in 
my dress ; he was aatisfied with oil ; he was ten- 
der, assiduous, and kind, even to my elder sisters; 
he seemed to adote my mother, and became a 
brother to my sister Susan. She was in love, 
and aalced him to intercede to gain her parents' 
consent for her choice. He did so ; and though 
before, lAwreoce Cooper, the carpenter of the 
place, had been disdained, supported by him, he 
was accepted. Lawrence Cooper was young, 
well-looking, well disposed, and fondly attached 
to Susan. 

My wedding-day came. My mother kissed 
me fondly, my fother blessed me with pride and 
joy, my sisters stood round, radiant with delight. 
There was but one drawback to the universal 
happiness— that immediately on my marriage, I 
was to go abroad. 

From the church door I stepped into the car- 
riage. Having once and again been folded in 
my dear mother's embrace, the wheels were in 
motion, and we were away. I looked out from 
the window ; there was the dear group ; my old 
fiither, white-headed and aged, in his large chair, 
my mother, smiling through her tears, with folded 
hands, and upraised looks of gratitude, antici- 



iizodb, Google 



98B TBS PABTBWUI. 

{mting long yean of happinesa for hex gratefol 
FBnny; Susan and Lawrence Maoding ade by 
aide, UDeoTious of my greatness, happy in them* 
selves ; my sislen conning over with pride and 
joy the presents made to ibem, and the |nospeiity 
that flowed in Gram my husband's generosity. 
All looked happy, and it seemed as if I were the 
cause of all this happineas. We had been indeed 
Bared from dreadful evils ; ruin had ensued Emm 
the fire, and we had been sunk in adversity 
through that very event from which oar good for- 
tune took its rise. I felt prond and glad. I 
lored tlwm alL 1 thought, I make lliera happy 
— they are prosperous throu^ me ! And my 
heart warmed with gratitude towards my hus- 
band at the idea. 

We spent two yean abroad. It was rather 
lonely for me, who bad always been snrrQimded, 
as it were, by a popnlous world of my own, to 
find myself cast upon foietgnera and strangen ; 
the habits of the different sexes in the higher 
ranks so separate them from each other, that 
after a few months, I spent much of my time in 
solitude. I did not repine ; I had been brought 
up to look upon the hard visage of life, if not 
onflinchingly, at least with resignation. I did 
not expect perfect happiness. Marriages in ham> 
ble life are attended witb as much caie. I had 
none of this ; my husband loved me ; and thou^ 
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I often longed to see the dear familial faces tbal 
thronged my childhood's home, and above all I 
pined for my mother's caresses and her wise 
maternal lessons, yet for a time I was content to 
think of ihem, and hope foT a reunion, and to 
acquiesce in the present separation. 

Still many things pained me : I had, poor my- 
self, been brought up among the poor, and noth- 
ing, since I can remember forming an idea, so 
much astonished and jarred with my feelings, as 
the thought of how the rich could spend so much 
on themselves, while any one of their fellow- 
cieatures was in destitution. I had none of the 
patrician charity, (though such is praiseworthy,) 
which consists in distributing thin soup and coarse 
flannel petticoats — a sort of instinct or sentiment 
of justice, the ofispring of my lowly paternal 
hearth, and ray mother's enlightened piety, was 
deeply implanted in my mind, that all had as 
good a right to the comforts of life as myself, or 
even as my husband. My charities, ihey were 
called — they seemed to me the payment of my 
debts to my fellowcreatuies — were abundant. 
Lord Reginald peremptorily checked them ; but 
as I had a large allowance for my own expenses, 
I denied myself a thousand luxuries to which it 
appeared to me I had no right, for the sake of 
feeding the hungry. Nor was it only that char- 
ity impelled me, but that I could not acquire a 
23* 
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tasU for speading money on inyMlf — I dialiked 
ih« apparatus of wealth. Hy husband called my 
ideas sordid, and reproved me severely, when, 
instead of outshining all competitors at a fete, I 
appeared dowdily dressed, and declared waimly 
that I could not, 1 would not, spend twenty 
guineas on a gown, while I could dress so many 
■ad faces in smiles, and Imng m much joy to so 
many drooping hearts, by the same sum. 

Waa I right? I firmly believe that there is not 
one among the rich who will not affirm that I did 
wrong ; that to please my haafaand and do honor 
to his rank, was my fint duty. Yet, shall I con- 
fess it! even now, rendered miserable by this 
bult — I cannot give it that name — I can call it 
a misfortune — it is such to be consumed at the 
stake, a martyr for one's faith. Do not think . 
me presumptuous in this simile ; for many years 
I have wasted at the slow fire of knowing that I 
lost my husband's affections becanae I performed 
iriiat 1 beliered to be a duty. 

But I am not come to that yeL It was not till 
my return to England that the full disaster 
crushed me. We had ofien been applied to for 
money by my family, and Lord Reginald had 
acceded to nearly all their requests. When -we 
reached London, afler two years' absence, my first 
wish was to see my dear mother. She was at 
Margate for her health. It was agreed that I 
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should go theie alooe, and pay a short Tisit 
Before I went, Lord Reginald told me what I did 
not know before, that my femily had often made 
exorbitant demands on him, with which he was 
resolved not (o comply, He told me he had no 
no wish to raise my relatiTes firom their station in 
society; and that, indeed, there were only two 
among them whom he conceired had any claims 
upon me — my mother and my twin sister: that 
the former was incapable of any imprt^fier request, 
and the latter, by marrying Cooper, had fixed her 
own position, and could in no way be raised from 
the rank of her chosen husband. I agreed to 
much that he said. I replied that he well knew 
that my own (asle led me to consider mediocrity 
the best and happiest situation ; that I had no 
wish, and would never consent, to supply any ex- 
travagani demands on the part of persons, how- 
ever dear to me, whose circumstances he had 
rendered easy. 

Satisfied with my reply, we parted most afiec- 
tionately, and I went on my way to Margate with 
a light and glad heart ; and the cordial reception I 
received from my whole family collected together 
to receive me, was calculated to add to my satisfac- 
tion. The only drawback to my content was my 
mother's state ; she was wasted to a shadow. 
They all talked and laughed around her, but it 
was evident to me that she had not long to live. 
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There wu no room for me in the small fur- 
nished house in which they were all crowded, so I 
remained at tbe hotel. Early in the morning', 
before I was up, my father visited me. He 
begged me lo intercede with my husband ; that, 
on the strength of bis support, be had embarked 
in a speculation which requited a large capital ; 
that many families would be ruined, and himself 
dishonored, if a few hundreds were not advanced. 
I promised to do what I cotild, resolving to ask 
my mother's advice, and make her my guide. 
My father kissed me with an efiUsbn of grati- 
tude, and left roe. 

I cannot enter into the whole of these sad 
details ; all my half-brothers and sisters hod mar- 
ried, and trusted to their success in life to Lord 
Reginald's assistance. Each evidently thought 
that they aalced little in not demanding an equal 
share of my luxuries and fortune ; but they were 
all in difficulty — all needed large assistance — all 
depended on me. 

Lastly, my own sister Susan appealed to me ; 
but hers was the most moderate request of all — 
she only wished for twenty pounds. I gave it her 
at once from my own purse. 

As soon as I saw my mother I explained to hei 
my difficulties. She told me that she expected 
this, and that it broke her heart : 1 must summon 
courage, and resist these demands. That my 
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fttba'a imprudence lutd mined faitn, and that he 
must eiKoonter the evil he had brought on him- 
self; that my numerous relatives were absolutely 
mod with the notion of what I ought to do for 
them. I listened with grief — I saw the lormeots 
ia store for me — I fell my own weakness, and 
knew that I could not meet the rapacity of those 
about me with any courage or firmness. That 
Kune night my mother fell into convulsions ; her 
liie was saved with difficulty. From Susan I 
learned the cause of her attack. She had had a 
Tiolent altercaUon with my father: she insisted 
that I should not be appealed to; while he re- 
proached her for rendering me nndotiful, and 
bringing rain and disgrace on his (frey hairs. 
When I saw my pale mother trembling, fiiinting, 
dying — when I was again and again assured 
that she must be my father's victim unless I 
yielded, what wonder that, in the agony of my 
distress, I wrote to my husband to implore his 
assistuice. 

O ! what thick clouds now obscured my des- 
tiny ! how do I remember, with a sort of thrilling 
horror, the boundless sea, white clifis, and wide 
sands of Margate. The summer day that had 
welcomed my arrival changed to bleak wintry 
weather daring this interval — while 1 waited 
with anguish for my husband's answer. Well do 
I remember the evening on which it came : the 
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mm of the >ea showed their \riute crests, no 
vessel ventured to meet the gale with any connM 
except a topsail, the aky waa bared clear by the 
wind, the san was going down fiery red. I 
looked upon the troubled waters — I longed to be 
borne away upon them, away Ironi care and mis- 
ery. At this moment a servant followed me to 
the sands with my htisband's anawer; it con- 
tained a refusal. I dared not communicate it. 
The menaces of bankruptcy ; the knowledge that 
he had instilled fidse hopes into so many; the 
feaiB of disgrace rendered my father, always 
rough, absolutely ferocious. Life flickered in 
my dear mother's frame ; it seemed on the point 
of expiring when she heard my &thei'8 step ; if 
he came in with a smooth brow, her pale lips 
wreathed into her own sweet smile, and a deli- 
cate pink tinged her fallen cheeks ; if he scowled, 
and his voice was high, every limb shivered, she 
turned her face to her pillow, while convolsive 
tears shook her frame, and threatened instant dis- 
solution. My father sought me alone one day, 
as I was walking. in melancholy guise upon the 
sands ; he swore that he would not survive his 
disgrace ; "And do you think, Fanny," he added, 
"that your mother will survive the knowledge 
of my miserable end?" I saw the resolution 
of despair in his fece as he spoke. I asked 
(he earn needed — the time when it most be 
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givei). A thousaod pounds in two days wu all 
that was asked. I set off to London to implore 
my husband to give this Bom. 

No ! no 1 I cannot, step by stepi record my 
wretchedness; the money was given — I ex- 
torted it from Lord Reginald, ibongh I saw his 
very heart closed on me as he wrote the cheque. 
Worse had happened since I had left him. Su' 
son had used the twenty pounds I gave her tc 
reach town, to throw herself at my husband's 
and implore his compassion. Rendered abso- 
lutely insane by the idea of having a lord for a 
brother-in-law, Cooper bad launched into a sys- 
tem of extravagance, incredible as it was wicked. 
He was many thousand pounds in debt, and when 
. at last Lord Reginald wrote to refuse all further 
supply, the miserable man committed forgery. 
Two hundred pounds prevented exposure, and 
preserved him from an ignominious end. Five 
hundred more were advanced to send him and 
his wife to America, to settle there out of the way 
of temptation. I parted from my dear sister ; I 
loved her fondly ; she had no part in her hus- 
band's guilt, yet she was still attached to him, 
and her child bound them tt^iher ; they went 
into solitary, miserable exile. " Ah ! had we 
remained in virtooua poverty," cried my broken- 
hearted sister, " I had not been farced to leave my 
dying mother." 
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The thmiBwid pound> giren to my blhei wia 
but & drop of walei in the ocean. Again I was 
appealed to ; Bgaio I felt the slender thread of 
my mother's life depended on my (^tting a sui^ly. 
Again, trembling and miseraUe, I implored the 
cluiity of my husband. 

" I am content," he said, " to do what yoa asli, 
to do more than you aalc; but remember the 
price you pay — either give up your parents and 
your fiimily, whose rapacity and crimes deserve 
no mercy, or we part forever. You shall have a 
proper allowance; you can maintain all your 
fiimily on il if yon please ; but their names must 
never be mentioned to me again. Choose between 
us, Fanny — yon never see them more, oi we 
part forever." 

Did I do right ? — 1 cannot lell — misery is the 
lesnlt — misery, frightful, endless, unredeemed. 
My mother was dearer to roe than alt the world 
— my heart revolted from my husband's selfish- 
ness. I did not reply ; I rushed to my room, and 
that night, in n sort of delirium of grief and horror, 
at ray being: asked never again to see my mother, 
I set out for M.irgale — such waa my reply to my 
husband. 

Three years have passed since then ; for these 
three I preserved my mother, and during all 
this time I was grateful to Heaven for being 
permitted to do my duty by her, and though 1 
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wept oTcr the alienft^on of my crael husband, I 
did not repent. But she, my aogelic support, is 
no more. My father sarrived my mother but 
two months; remorse for all he had done and 
made me su^, cut short his life. His family 
by his first wife are gathered round me ; they im- 
portune, they rob, they destroy me. Last week 
I wrote to Lord Reginald. I communicated the 
death of my parents ; I represented that my posi- 
tion was altered ; that my duties did not now 
clash ; and if he still cared for his unhappy wife, 
all might he well. Yesterday his answer came. 
It was too late, he said ; I had myself torn asun- 
der the ties that united ns ; they never could be 
kait tc^ther again. 

By the same post came a letter from Susan. 
She is happy. Cooper, profiting by the frightful 
lesson he incurred, awakened to a manly sense 
of the duties of life, is thoroughly reformed. He 
is industrious, prosperous, and respectable. Susan 
asks me to join her. I am resolved to go. 1 
my native village, and recollections of my youth, 
to which I sacrificed so much, where are ye now ? 
— tainted by pestilence, envenomed by serpents' 
stings, I long to close my eyes on every scene I 
have ever viewed. Let me seek a strange land, 
a land where a grave will soon be opened for 
me. I feel that I cannot live long — I desire to 
die. I am told that Lord Reginald loves another 
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— a highboro girl ; t^Kl he openly cunes ovr 
nnioa u the obstado to hia hapinness. The 
memory of this will poison the ohbrion I go to 
seek in a distant taod. He will be iree. Soon 
wilt the hand he once so fondly took in his and 
made bis own, which, now Aung away, trembles 
with misery as it tracss these lines, moolder in 
its last decay. 
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Webn the sad word " Adieu," firom my lip is nigh 
fitUing, 

And, with it, hope passes away ; 
Ere the tongne has half breathed it, my fond 
heart lecalling 

That fated &rewel), UAa me stay. 
For oh I His a penance so weary. 

One hour from thy presence to be, 
That death to this sonl were less dreary. 

Less daik than long absence &om thee. 

Thy beaaty, like day on the dull world breakiiig. 

Brings life to the heart it shines o'er, 
And in mine, a new feeling of happiness waking. 

Hade light what was darkness before. 
But mute is the day's sunny glory. 

While thine has a Toice, on whose breath, 
More sweet than the siren's sweet story. 

My hopes hang through life and through death ! 
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Orb of the nymphi of Ceies, whose n&me was 
La Seine, was one day amusing herself with 
gathering shelb on the sea-sand, and numing 
away with ones of sportiTe terror from the hnge 
' waves that sometimea broke over her feet. While 
engaged in this manner, the nymph Heva, whose 
proTince it was to watch over her beaulifal 
friend, lest she should meet with the fiile of 
Proserpine, saw suddenly a blue robe floating on 
the waters; and, soon after, the vriiile locks 
and purple face of Neptune rose abore the sui- 
face. 

La Seine, startled by a wild scream from the 
lips of Heva, fled towards the bank ; but the god, 
enamored with the beauty of her bashful fear, and 
the elegance of her unstudied motions, shook out 
the reins of his hippocampi, and bounded afler at 
full speed. Already had he overtaken (he breath- 
lesa fiigittve ; and lOready was his hand extended 
to seize her, when with a loud shriek she in- 
voked the aid of her father, Bacchus, and her mis- 
tress, Ceres, and at the instant she melted into 
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wsler, beneath the grasp of the god, and hecame 
a iiTeri that still loves to wandei through the 
haunts in which she delighted while a nymph. 

Hera died of grief, and the admiring Nereides 
huilt her a monument of white and black stones, 
on the side of a steep, which retains her name to 
this day ; while Amphitrite, indignant at the iiili- 
delity of her spouse, hollowed out a bay near the 
spot, to serve in all futuie times as a sure Havre 
(harbor) against the fiiry of Neptune. 

Such, if we believe the dreams of the tender 
and graceful Saint Pierre, was the origin of 
Havre : I would recommend the sceptic (provided 
he bath music in his soul) to betake himself to 
the heights of Ingouville, what time the mists of 
morning or evening twilight ore hanging over 
the sea. There will he behold the identical 
veil of the nymph of Ceres, undulating upon the 
emerald waters ; and there will he shape out of the 
shadows of distance the mantle of that old sea- 
king 

" PlaaUng many a rood " 

upon the waves. Hb mind, filled with images 
of physical beauty, will be led into their moral 
associations; again will he find himself a deni- 
zen of that antique world in which the dead forms 
of nature were animated by the spirit of poetry ; 
and again will he feel his heart grow young in the 
old faith, and think 
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Wkeb he has descended, howerer, from these 
heights or IngouTille, when the good tasle of the 
English hss built themselret a little city of exile, 
the bustle and iodustry of k gieai maritime towa 
recall him to the realities of the present world. 
He finds that Havre was not founded by Amphi- 
trite, but by Louis XII.; and not from jealousy 
of Neptune, but of the enemy. The port of 
Harfleur was last filling up with sand, and a 
- town of defence being necessary at the embou- 
chure of the Seine, Louis laid the fouudatioas of 
Havre in ld09. 

His son-in-law, Francis I., cominued the works 
with more spini ; and in order to signalize at 
once the new town and himself, constructed 
there a vast ship, called La Grande Franftrise, 
which he destined to combat the Turks. The 
principal mast of Mademoiselle was about six 
fathoms in circumference; and she carried her 
own chapel for the celebration of mass, a tennis- 
' court, a smithy, a windmill, and numerous apart- 
Rtenis, and after all hod room for two thousand 
tons. It may be conceived what a sensation a 
beauty of these dimensions made in the country, 
and what eagerness of curiosity was manifested 
as the moment approached when, like a croco- 
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dile hatched in the sand, she was to be plunged 
into the element for which she was destined. 

The moment did come — but La Grtznde Fran- 
foise would not stir. In vain the shipbuilders 
swore and coaxed by turnsi buffeted her with 
their axes, and raised her up with ibeir levers — 
La Grande FranfoiM could not stir. Even as 
the Vicar of Wakefield's picture was loo large to 
go in, so she was too large to go out; and there 
she lay, a sign and a wonder to the lime — a mock- 
ery of human ambition, and a monument to her- 
self. 

Havre became gradually a place of great im- 
portance, till at length the first consul made use of 
this remarkable expression : — " Paris, Rouen, and 
Havre are only a single town, of which the Seine 
is the main street." Before his visit, the unhappy 
Louis XVI. had entered the town amidst showers 
of flowers and cries of enthusiastic welcome. 
The following well-turned compliment was in- 
scribed on the door of the custom-house : — 
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Napoleon and Marie-Louise came in their 
turn, and the empress queen determined to 
gratify the Havrais by catching a fish (if the gods 
should make her so lucky) with her own imperio- 
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Toytl hand. Down dived the so-honored hook 
and line at one end of the boat, and down dived 
(secredf ) a cunning fisheiman at the other, with 
an immense fish between his teeth. Bfaiie- 
Iiouise was successful She fished up the fish- 
ennan's fish, to the joy and wonder of the apee- 
tatora, and the diver received fifty pieces of gold 
for his ingenious gallantry. 

Havre is one of the most agreeable of the Eng- 
lish haunts in France. The new streets are 
clean) and even handsome; and the Place, in 
which there is an ele^nt theatre, gives an im- 
posing air to the town. The view conveys an 
accurate idea of the quay where the steamboat 
adventnreis land, and comprehends the space from 
the custom house to the HStd de Yille. 
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OH, IT WAS m THE MOONLIGHT. 



Oh, it was iu the moonlight 
We two walked forth alons ; 

The silver soAnesa wooed us 
With magic of its own ! 

The moon, as if she loved us, 

Seemed with us glidiog on ; 
And blended in her holy light 

Our shadows into one ! 

Our shadows into one, my dear. 

As if the heaTena above 
Beheld our hearts, and knew, though itoo, 
They were made one by love ! 

The music of the silvery night 

Enchanted all our way ; — 
The very earth seemed dressed in white. 

As for our bridal day ! 

As for our bridal day, my love. 
The earth this gladness bore ; 

For us the graceful trees and flowers 
Their whitest favors wore ! — 
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And like an sugary of love 

To last till Ufe had gone. 
Out abadovra in the moon's sweet light, 

Oar beans and souls teetned one ! 
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WsLcoHK, sweet flower of my natire land — 

The earliest gem of spring ; 
What visions of my early days, 

Hy childhood's home, ye bring. 

Bearing on youi perfumed breath 
Those haunting dreams that poui 

Str&nge gladness through the bounding heart, 
When winter's reign is o'er. 

The music of the gushing streams. 

Unbound from their icy chain, 
And flashing in the cheering beama 

Of the glorious sun again. 

And every sound of joy that floats, 

Borne on the soft spring air, 
Is echoed in the silyery notes 

Thy pink-tinged flow'rets bear. 

And sweetly do thy petals tell 

A tale of those groves to me, 
Aa breathes the lip of the ocean shell 

The sound of the murm'ring sea. 
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Od the aunny side of a gentle hill. 

Where the brown moss just is peeping, 

Beside a snow-wrcnih, lin^'ring still. 
Thy modest vine \e creeping. 

And looking up ^^iih a quiet smilC) 
From the frost and snow that bound thee,- 

A lovely image of pntient HtmI, 

'Mid the chill Rnd gloom aroond thee. 

Rich in the hallowed memorioB 

Of my childhood days ye are ; 
Rich in the spring-time melodies. 

Whose thrilling tones ye bear. 

WelctHue, fair flow'iet, for ye come 
With your own rich hues, to blend 

All sounds of the joyous, waking earth, 
With the cherished name of friend. 
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